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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEL MN. 

Duke of Venice. Iago, Standard-Bearer te Othello, 
Brabantio, a Noble Venetian. Rodorigo, a fooljh Gentleman, in leut 
Gratiano, Brother to Brabantio. | with Deſdemena. 
Lodovico, Kinſman to Brabantio and Gra- ||Montano, the Moor: Predectſſor in the 

tiano. Government of Cyprus. 
Othello, the Moer, General of the Yup Clown, Servant to the Moor. 

tians u Herald. 


Caſſio, his — General. 
Officers, Gentlemen, Mefengers, Muſicians, Sailors, and Attendants, 


% A 8 
Deſdemona, Daughter to Brabantio, ,. ia, Wife to Iago. 
and Wife to Othello. Bianca, a Courtezan, Miſtre/5 to Caſſio. 


SCENE, for the firſt Ad, mVexice; during the reſt of the Play, in Cyervs, 
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1 I. 
SEN E, @ Street in VI Ie. 
Enter Rodorigo and Iago. 


UT you'll not hear me. 
"_ B Red? Never tell me, I take it much un- 
8 ho haſt had rſe 
That thou, Iago, who my purſe, 5 
As if the 3 were thine, ſhould't know of this. 
Lage- If ever I did dream of ſuch a matter, abhor me. 
Rod. Thou told'ſt me, thou did'ſt hold him in thy 
Igo. Deſpiſe me, : hate 
If do not, Three great ones of the city, 
In perſonal ſuit to make me his lieutenant, 
Off-cap'd to him: and, by the faith of man, 
1 know my price, I'm worth no worſe a place. 
But he, as loving his own pride and purpoſe, 
Konſuits my mediators z © For certes, ſays he, 
I have already choſe my officer,” 
And what was he ? 
Forſooth, a great arithmetician, : 
One Michael Cafſio z»—— (the Florentine's 
A fair fellow, almoſt damm d in a fair phiz ;) 
That never ſet a ſquadron in the field, 
Nor the divifion of a battle knows 
More than a ſpinſter ; 
He, in good time, muſt his lieutenant be, (ent. 
And 1 (God bleſs the mark !) his Moorſhip's Anci- 
Red. By heav'n, I rather would have been his 
lage. Now, Sir, be judge yourſelf,  [hangmas. 
If I in any juſt term am affign'd | _ 
To love the Moor. : : 
Rad. I would not follow him, then, 
Iago. Oh, Sir, content you; 
I follow him to ſerve my turn upon him: 
For when my outward action doth demonſtrate 
The native act and figure of my heart, 
In compliment extern, tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my ſleeve, 
Far daws to peck at; I'm not what I ſeem. 
Rad. What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe, 
If he can carry her thus 
Togo, Call up her father, 
Rouſe him, make after him, poiſon his delight; 
Pioclaim him in the ſtreets, incenſe her kinſmen; 
Tno' his joy be joy, | 
Vet throw ſuch changes of vexation on't, 
As it may loſe ſome colour. ; 
Rad. Here is her father's houſe: I'll call aloud. 
Tego. Do, with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when, by night and negligence, a fire 
Ie ſpie d in populous cities. : Tho! 
ed. What, ho! Brabantio! Signior Brabantio! 
Jago. Awake! what, ho! Brabantio! ho, thieves! 


thieves ! 


to your houſe, your davghtes;- and-yaur bags 


/ 
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Brabantio above at a windows a 
Bra. What is * matter, there f 
Red. Signior, is all your family within? | 1 
Igo. Are all your doors lock d? 3 
Bra. Why? wherefore aſk you this ? 's 
Tage. Sir, yoy're robb'd: , | | 
You have loſt half your ſoul; | j 
Ev'n now, ev'n very now, an old black ram j 
Is tupping your white ewe. Ariſe, ariſe, N 
Awake the ſnorting citizens with the bell, 
yaa — will make a grandfire of 16. | 
Ari 7 1 7. : 

Bra. What, have you oſt your wits ? | 

Rad. Moſt reverend Signior, do you know wy 

Bra. Not 1 : What are you? . [voice 

Red. My name is Rodorigos 

Bra. The worſe welcome : 


I've charg'd thee not to haunt about my doors: | 


In honeſt plainneſs thou haſt heard me ſay, | 
My daughter's not for thee. And now in madneſs 


Doſt thou come, to ſtart my quiet. | | [ 
Red. Sir, Sir, Sir | *" 


Bra, But theu muſt needs be ſure, 
My ſpirit and my place have in their power 
To make this bitter to thee. - : 

Red. Patience, good Sir: . 1 

Bra. What, tell't thou me of ing? this is 
My houſe is not a grange. Voice; 

Rad. Moſt brave Brabantio, | I 
In fimple and pure ſoul, I come to you. 

Iago, Sir, you'll kave your daughter cover'd with 
a Barbary horſe; you'll have your nephew neigh ts 
you; you Il have courſers for couſins. 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou? 

I am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your 
3 and the Moor are now making the beaſt 
with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art—2 villain. 

Lgo. Vou are—a ſenator. . [rigo. 
Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer. I know thee Rodo- 

Ned. Sir, I will anſwer any thing, But I beſeech 
Straight ſatisfy yourſelf. [youg 

If ſhe be in her chamber, or your houſe, 
Let looſe on me the juſtice of the ſtate 
For thus deluding you. "$4. 

Bra. Give me a taper ; call up my people 
This accident is not unlike my dream, 
Belief of it oppreſſes me already. 
Light; I ſay, light! 
ago. Farewel; for I muſt leave you. 

It ſeems not meet, nor wholeſome to my place, 
To be produc'd (as, if 1 ſtay, I ſhall) 

Againſt the Moot. For I do know; the ſtate, 
However this may gall him with ſome check, | 
Cannot with ſafety caſt him. For ht's embark'd. 
With ſuch loud reaſon to rhe Cyprus“ wary, 


4 


3 Rag ia act, that, far their ſoulsy 


$55 
Another of his fadom they have none, 

To lead their buſineſs. In which regard, 
Tho' I do hate him, as 1 do hell's pains, 
Yet, for neceflity of preſent lite, 

I muſt ſhew out a flag and fign of love, 


Z 


Otb. The ſervants of the duke, and my lieutenanti 


The goodneſs of the night upon you, friends! 
| What is the news ? 


| Caf. The duke does greet you, general ; 
And ke requires your haſte, poſt haſte appearance, 


(Which is, indeed, but ſign.) That you may ſurely | Ev'n on the inftant. 


find him 
- Lead to the Sagittary the raiſed ſearch ; 
And there will I be with him. [ Exit. 
Enter Brabantio, and Servants with Torches, 
Bra. It is too true an evil. Gone ſhe is! 
Now, Rodorigo, 
Where didſt thou ſee her? oh! unhappy girl; 
With the Moor, ſaidſt thou? 
How didſt thou know etwas he? 
Get more tapers. | E 
Raiſe all my kindred - Are they married, think you? 
Rod. Truly, they are. 5 
Bra. Oh heaven! how got ſhe out? 
Oh treaſon of my blood 
Fathers, from hence truſt not your daughters minds 
By what you ſee them act. Are there not charms 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abus'd ? Have you not read, Rodorigo, 
Of ſome ſuch thing ? 
Red. Yes, Sir, I have indeed. 
Bra. Call up my brother: 
Some one way, ſome another Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor ? 
Rog, I think I can diſcover him, if you pleaſe 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray you, lead on. At ev'ry houſe I'll call, 
I may command at moſt ; get weapons, hoa ! 
And raiſe ſome ſrecial officers of might : 

Oh, good Rodorigo, I'll deſerve your pains. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE changes te anther Street before the Sagittary. 
Enter Othello, Iago, «nd Attendants with Torches. 

Iage. Tho? in the trade of war I have ſlain men, 
Yet do I hold it baſe and infamous, | 
To do a contriv'd murder; Nine or ten times 
I thought to've jerk'd him here under the ribs. 
Orb. It's better as it is. 
Tago. Nay, but he prated, 
And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy and provokine terme, 
Again your honour ; | 
That, with the little godlinefs I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But I pray, Sir, 
Are you faſt married ? for, be ſure of this, 
That the magnifica is much beloy'd, 
And hath in his effe& a voice potential 
As double as the duke's: he will divorce you, 
Or put upon you what reſtraint or grievance 
The law (with all it's might tenforce it on) 
Will give him cable. 
Oth. Let him do bis ſpite : 
My ſervices which I have done the Sipnory, 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. *Tis yet to know, 
(Which, when I know that boafting is an honour, 
I ſhall promulgate) I fetch, my life and being 
From men of royal ſiege! and my demerite 
May ſpeak, and bonneted, to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach'd. For know, Iago, 
But that I love the gentle Deſdemona, 
1 would not my unhouſed free condition 
Put into cireumſcription and confine, [ yonder ? 
For the ſca's worth. But look ! what lights come 
Enter Caſſio, u Terches. 
Iss. Theſe are the raiſed ather, and his friends: 
You were beſt go in. 
Oth. Not I: Ii miſt be ſound. 
My parts, my title, and my perſcct fon], 
Shall manifeſt me rightly. Is it they? 
Taro, By Janus, 1 think no- 


4 


1 


; 


Oth. What is the matter, think you? 
Caſ. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine; 
You have been hotly call'd for. 
When, being not at your lodgings to be found, 
The ſenate ſent above three ſeveral queſts 
To ſearch you out. 
Orb, Tis well I am found by you: 
I] will but ſpend a word here in the houſe, | 
And go with you, [Exit Othello. 
Caſ. Ancient, what makes he here? Lrack: 
Togo, Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land car- 
If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever. 
Caſ. I do not underſtand. 
Jags, He's married, 
Caſ. To whom? 
Tags. Marry, to— Come, Captain, will you go? 
Enter Othello. 
Orb. Have with you, 
Caſ. Here comes another troop to ſeek ſor you. 
Enter Brabantio, Redorigo, with Officers and Torches, 
Tago. It is Brabantio: General, be advis'd, 
He comes to bad intent. 
Oth. Holla! ſtand there. 
Red. Signior, it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, thief. 
; [ They drato en both fades. 
Iago. You Rodorigo ! come, Sir, 1 am for you— 
Oth. Keep up.your bright ſwords, for the dew 
will ruſt them. 
Good Signior, you ſhall more command with years, 
Than with your weapons. 
Bra. O thou foul thief! where haſt thou ftow'd 
my daughter ? 
Damn'd as thoa art, thou haſt enchanted her; 
For Vil refer me to all things of ſenſe ! f 
If ſhe in chains of magic were not bound, 
Whether a maid, ſo tender, fair, and happy, 
So oppoſite to marriage, that ſhe ſhunn'd 
The wealthy cull'd darlings of our nation, 
Would ever have, t'incur a general mock, 
Run from her guardage to the ſooty butom 
Of ſuch a thing as thou; to fear, not to delight? 
I therefore apprehend and do attach taee 
For an abuſer of the world, a prectiler 
Of arts inhibited and out of war: ant. 
Lay hold upon him; if he do retift, 
Subdue him at his peril, : 
0:b. Hold your hands, 
Both you of my inclining, and the reſt, 
Were it my cue ts fight, I ſhuuld have known !: 
Without a prompter. Where will you 1 go 
To anſwer this your charge? 
Bra. To priſon, till fit time 
Of law, and courſe of ditect ſeſſion, 
Call thee to anſwer. 
Otb. What if I do obey! 
How may the duke be therewith ſatisfies, 
W hoſe. meſſengers are bere about my lice, 
Upon ſome preſent buſinefs of the ſtate, 
To bring me to him? 
Caſ. True, moit worthy Signior, : 
The duke's in council; and your noble fei!, 
I'm ſure, is ſent for. 
* Bra. How! the duke in council 
In this time of the night? brivg him away. 
Mine's not an idle cauſe. The duke bamGlf, 


4 Or any of my brother: of the fate, 


nty 
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0:n02t but feel this wrong, as "twere their own; 

Fer if fuch actions may have pailage free, 

beud- laves and pageants ſhall our ſtateſmen be. [Ex. 
SCENE changes to the any" 

Dale and Senators ſet at a Table, with Lights and 

Attendants, 


Ea n © LK IM 5 


Dule. We're very ſorry for't. | | 
What in your own part can you ſay to this? [Ts 

Bra. Nothing, but it is fo. (Othello. 
Oth. Moiſt potent, grave, and reverend ſigniors, 
My very noble and approv'd good maſters; 


Dyke, There is no compoſition in theſe news, 
That gives them credit. 

Sen. Indeed, they're diſproportion'd ; 

My letters ſav, a hundred and ſeven gallies. 

Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty. 

2 Sen. And mine, two hundred ; 

Bit though they jump not on a juſt account, 
Yet do they all confirm | 
4 Turkiſh fleet, aud bearing up to Cyprus. 
Dyke, Nay, it is poſſible enough to judgment. 
Enter Officer. 

0f. A meſſenter from the gallies. 

Dake. Now! What's the buſineſs ? 

Ma. The Turkiſh preparation makes for Rhoces, 
o Jwas bid report here to the ſtate. f 

Dale. How ſay you by this change? 

1 Sen. Tis a pageant, . 

To keep us in falſe gaze. 
Duke. Navy in all confidence he's not for Rhodes. 
07. Here is more news. | 
Enter a M:ſſinger. 

2 Mi. The Ottomites (reverend and gracions) 
Steering, with due courſe, towaids the ifle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoin'd them with an after- fleet. 

1Sen, Ay, fo I thought; how many, as you gueſs ? 

MJ]. Of thirty fail; and now they do re- ſtem 
Their back ward courſe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpoſes towards Cyprus. Signior Montano, 
Your truſty and moſt valiant fervitor, 

With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to belieye him. 


Duke, Tis certain then for Cyprus: Marcus 
|; he not here in town? [Luccios, 
ew. He's now in Florence. [ patch. 


Dale. Write from us to him, poſt, poſt-haſte, diſ- 
Hen. Here comes Brabantio,and rhe vatiant Moor, 
7; them enter Brabantio, Othello, Czfito, lago, Ro- 
dorigo, and Officers. 
Dale. Valiant Othello, we muſt firait employ you 
again the general enemy Ottoman. | 
| did not ſce vou; welcome, gentle ſignior: [ Te Bra. 
We lack'd your. council and your help to- night. 
Bra. So did 1 yours ; good your grace, pardun me; 
Nether my place, nor aught | heard of buſinets, 
Heth ra1s'd me from mv bed; nor doth the general 
Take hold on me; for my particular grief 
l* of ſo nood- gate and o'er-bearing nature, 
That it ingluts and ſwallows other ſcrrows, 
And yet. is ſtill itſelt. 
Dite, Why! what's the matter ? 
Bra. My daughter! oh, my daughter! 
Sen. Dead? 
Era. To me; 
She is abus'd, ſtolen from me, and corrupted 
By ſpells and me licines, bought of mouwntebanks,: 
For nature ſo prepotterouſly to err, 
dens withcraft could not | 
Dube. Whoc'er he be, that in this fol. proceeding 
Hath thus bepuil'd your daughter of hevielf, 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You ſhall yourſelf read in the bitter letter, 
And your own ſenſe ; yea, tho' our proper ſon 
Stood in your action, 
Bra. Humbly L rtbank your Grace, 
Hee is the man, this Moor, whom now, it ſeems, 
Your lpecial mandate, tor the Rats-attaiis, 
Bal hither brought, 


That I have ten away this old man's daughter, 
It is moſt true; true, I bave married her; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I in ſpeech, 
And little bleſs'd with the ſoft phraſe of peace; 
For fince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 
Till now, ſome nine moons waſted, they have us d 
Their deareſt action in the tented field; 
And little of this great world can I ſpeak, 
More than pertains to feats of broils and battle; 
And therefore little ſhall 1 grace my cauſe, 
In ſpeaking for myſelf. Yet, by your patience, 
[ will 2 round unvarniſh'd tale deliver, 
Of my v hole courſe ef love; what drugs, what charms, 
What conjuratzon, and what mighty magick, 
For luch proceeding I am charg'd withal) 
| won his daughter with. 

Bra. A maiden, never bold; 
Of ſpirit ſo ſtill and quiet, that her motion 

luſh'd at itſelf: and the, in ſpite of nature, 
Of vears, of country, credit, every thing, 
To fall ia love with what ſhe feat d to look on—— 
I therefore vouch again, 
Th.t with ſome mixtures pow'rful o'er the blood, 
Or with ſome dram, conjur'd to this effect, 
He wroug!it upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof, 
Othello, fpeak ; 
Did you by indirect and forced courſes 
Saͤbdue and poiſon this young maii's affections; 
Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch fair queitioa 
As foul to ſoul affordeth ? 


O:b. I beſeech you, 
Send for the lad) to the Sagittary, 
And let her ſpeak of me before her father: 
If you do find me foul in her report; 
The truſt, the office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your ſentence 
Even fall upon my Lie, 
| Duke. Fetch Deidemona hither. | Ex. tr or Hr. 
|  Gib. Ancient, conduct them, you beſt know the 
place, [Exit Iago» 
And, tiil the come, as truly as to heav'n 
1 do confers the vices of m blood, 
So juftiy to your grave ears I'il preſent 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love, 
And ſhe in mine. 
Due. Say it, Othello. 
9th, Her father lov'd me, oft invited me; 
Still queſtion' me the ſtory of my life, 
From vear to year; the battles, ſieges, fortunes, 
Rea I rare paſt. 
I ran through, e'en from my boyiſh days, 
To th' very moment that he bad me tell its 
Wherein I ſpoke of moit diſaſt'rous chances, 
Of moving accidents by mod and fieid ; 
Of hair-breadth 'icafes in the imminent deadly 
Of being taken by the inſolent foe, [ breach 3 
And fold to flavery;z of my redemption thence z 
Qf battles bravely, hardly tought 3 of victories 
For whicn the cogqueror mourn'd, ſo many tell : 
Sometimes 1 tols the tory of a ſiege, 
Wherein I has to combat, plagues and famine; 
Soldiers unpaid 3 feartul to nght, 
Yet dold in dangerous Rutiny 
Theſe 2» hear 
i Would Defiemani feriouſty incline; 
Rat nde heulte aboirs voni Saw ber thence, 
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Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 

Devour up my diſcourſe : which I obſerving, 

Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 

To draw from her a prayer of earneſt heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcels the had ſomething heard, 

But not diſtinctively: I did content, 

And often did beguile her of her tears, 

When 1 did ſpeak of fome diſtieſsſul firoke 

That my youth fuffer'd. My ftory being done, 

She gave me for my pains a world of fighs : 

She ſwore, © In faith, *twas ſtrange, twas paſſing 

«c ſtrange, 5 

<c Twas pitifu!, twas wond'rous pitiful." 

She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it; —yet ſhe wiſh'd, 

That heav'n had made her ſuch a man :--ſhe thank d; 

And bad me, if I had a triend that lov'd her, 

I mould but teach him how to tell my ſtory, 

And that would woo her. On this hint I ſpake; 

She lov'd me for the dangers I had paſs'd; 

And I lov'd her, that ſhe did pity them : 

This only is the witchcraft I have us'd. | 
Duke. 1 think, this tale would win my daughter, 

too | 

Good Brabantio, | 

Take up this mangled matter at the beſt; 

Men do their broken weapons rather ule, 

Than their bare hands. 


Enter Deilemona, & c. 


Bra. I pray you hear her ſpeak; 

If ſhe confeſs that ſhe was halt the wooer, 
Deſtruction on my head, if my bad blame | 
Light on the man! Come hither, gentle miſtreſs ; 
Do you perceive, in all this noble company, 
Where you moſt oe obedience ? 

Deſ. My noble father, 

Ido perceive here a divided duty. 
To you I'm bound for lite and education; 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to reſpect you. You're the lord of duty; 
I'm hitherto your daughter. But here's my hutband; 
And ſo much duty as my mother the-v"d 
To you, preferring you before her father; 
do much I chailenge, that I may protets 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 
Bra. | have done. 
I bad rather adopt a child than get it. 
Come hither, Moor : 
I here do give thee that with all my heart, 
Which, but tliou haſt already, with ail my heart 
I would keep from thee. 
I'm glad at ſoul I hive no other child; 
For thy eſcape would teach me tyranny, 
To hang clogs on them. I have done, mv lord. 

Dube. Let me ſpeak like yourielſ; and lay aientence, 
Which as a griſe, or ſtep, may help thvie lovers 
Into your favour 
When remedies are paſt the griefs ae ended; 

Py ſeeing the worst, which late on hopes depended : 
To m:urn a miſchief, that is paſt and gone, 
I] the next way to draw new miſchiet on. 

Bra. Beſeech your grace on to the attaics o' th” 
fate. 
- Duke. The Turk, with a moſt might; prepara- 
tim, makes for Cyprus: Othello, the tortitude of 
the place is beſt known to you. You mud ther-- 


fore be content to Nlunber the gloſs of your nov tor. 
tunes, with this more ſtubborn and voilt'rous exte- 
dition. 

Orb. The tyrant cuſtom, moſt grave ſenators, 
Hath made the flirty az! ficel couch of war 


(Come, Deldemena, I have but an hour 
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| My thrice-driven bed of down. I do aznize 
A natural and prompt alacrity 

I find in hardineſs ; and do undertake 

This preſent war againſt the Ottomites. 


| Moſt humbly theretore bending to your late, 


I crave fit diſpoſition for my wife, 
Due reverence of place and exhibition; 
With ſuch accommodation and betort 
As leveis with ber breeding. 
Duke. Why, at her father's, 
Bra. Iwill not have it to. 
Orb. Nor I. 
Deſ. Nor would I there reſide, 
To put my father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Mott gracious duke, 
To my unfolding lend your gracious ear, 
And let me find a charter in your voice 
T attiſt my ſimpleneſs. 
Dute. What would you, Deſdemona ? 
ny That I did tove the Moor to live with him, 
My downright violence and ſtorm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world. My heart's ſubdu'd 
E'en to the very quality of lord; 
I law Othello's viſage in his mind, 
And to his honours and his valiant parts 
Did I my foul and fortunes conſecrate: 
$0 that, dear lords, it I be left behind 
A month of peace, and he go to the war, 
The rites, for which I love him, are bereft me : 
And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport, 
By his dear abſence. Let me go with him. 
Oth. Your voices, lords; befeech you, let her will 
Have a free way. J therefore beg it not, 
To pleaſe the palate of my appetite ; 
Nor to comply with heat, the young effects, 
In my diftinet and proper latisfattion 
But to be free and bounteovs to her mind. 
And heav'n defend your goed ſouls, that you think 
| will your ſerious and great buſineſs ſcant 
For ſhe is with me---No, when lght-wing's toys 
! Of feather'd Cupid foil with wanton dulnets 
My ſpeculative and offic'd inftruments ; 
That my diſports corrupt and taint my buſ:nets ; 
Let all indign and baſe adverſities 
Make head again my eſtimation. 
| Duke. Be it as you ſhal! privately determine, 
Or tor her ſtay or going; Uth' affair cries haſte: 
Aud ſpeed mutt anſwer. You mutt hence to-night, 
Def. To- night, my lord? 
Duke, This night. 
Orb. With all my heart. ; 
Duke, At nine i' th' morning here we 1} meet again» 
Othello, leave ſome officer behind, 
And he ſhall our commithon bring to you; 
And ſuch things elſe of quality and retpects 
As doth import v6u-. 
Oth, Pleate your grace, my Ancient; 
A man he is of honefy and truſt) 
To his conveyance 1 athyn my wife, 
Vi:th what elſe necdful your good grace ſhall think 
To be tent after me. 
Due. Let it be fo. 
Good night to every one. And, noble fignior, 
[f virtue no delighted braut, backs 
Your ſon-in-law is far mon: tair than black, 
E/. Look to ber, Moor, if thou batt eyes to ſees 
! She has deceiv'd ber father, and may thee, 
[Leit Duke, with Senators, 
C My life upon her faith--- Honeſt Jago, 
My beidemona mo? I leave to thee; 
L pr*3 thee, let thy wite attend or: her; 
And bring her atte: in the beſt advantages 


will 


ink 


ght. 


tink 


ſees 
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gf love, of wordly matter and direction, 


To ſpeak with thee. We muſt obey the time. [ Exit, | 


Manent Rodorigo and Jago. 

Rod. 1220 | 

% What ſay'ſt thou, noble heart? 
zd. What will I do, think'ſ thou? 
Why, go to bed, and ſleep. 
Rd. I will incontinently drown myſelf. 
+, Well, if thou doſt, I ſhall never love thee 
iter. Why, thou filly gentleman ! 

Rd. It is ſillineſs to live, when to live is a tor- 
nent ; and then have we a preſcription to die, when 
iath is our phyſician. | 

lags. O villainous ! I have Jook'd upon the world 
fr four times ſeven years, and ſince I could diſtin- 

ih betwixt a benefit and an injury, I never found 
man that knew how to love himſelf. Ere I would 
iy | would drown myſelt for the love of a Guinea- 
jen, | would change my humanity with a baboon. 

R:d. What ſhould I do? I confels, it is my ſhame 
u be ſo fond, but it is not in my virtue to amend it, 

laps. Virtue! a fig: 'tis in ourſelves that we are 
thus or thus. Come, be a man: drown thyſelf ! 
un cats and blind puppies. I have profeſt me 
thy friend, and I could never better ftea@ thee than 
we, Put money in thy purſe ; follow thou theſe 
vn; I ſay, put money in thy purſe, It cannot be, 
tat Deſdemona ſhould long continue her love to 
the Moor put money in thy purſe, 


Rid. Wilt thou be faſt to my hopes, if I depend 


n the iſſue? 

logs. Thou art ſure of me- Co, make money--- 
| have told thee often, and I tell thee again and 
, | hate the Moor. My cauſe is hearted ; thine 
bath no leſs reaſon. Let us be conjunctive in our 
wenge againſt him. If thou can'ſt cuckold him, 
thou doſt thyſelf a pleaſure and me a ſpori. Tra- 
vie, go, provide thy money. We will” have more 
& this to-morrow, Adieu. | 

d. Where ſhall we meet i th* morning? 

lips. At my lodging. 

Nd. 1'll be with thee betimes. 

lags, Go to, fare wel. Do you hear, Rodorigo ? 

Rid, What ſay you? 

lage. No more of drowning, do you hear? 


Ru. I am chang'd ; I'll go ſell all my land. [ Exit. 


Manet lago. 


Ege. Go to, farewel, put money enough in your 


purſe. 


Thus do 1 ever make my fool my purſe ; 


yl my own gain'd knowledge ſhould prophane, 
If I hould time expend with ſuch a ſnipe, : 
but for my ſport and profit, I hate the Moor, 
Ard it is thought abroad, that twist my ſheets 

He has done my office, I know not, if't be true--- 
but I, for mere ſufpicion in that kind, 

Will do, as if for ſurety. He holds me well--- 
The better ſhall my purpoſe work on him ; 

Cifſi9's a proper man; let me ſee now 

To get his place, and to plume up my will, 

A double knavery——— How ? how? let's ſee 
After ſome time, t' abuſe Othello's ear, 
That he is too familiar with his wife. 
Hle hath a perſon, and a fmooth diſpoſe, 

To be ſuſpected; fram'd to make women falſe, 
The Moor is of a free and open nature, 

That thinks men honeſt that but ſeem to be ſo; 
And will as tenderly be led by th' noſe, 


As aſſes are: 


hay't-it is ingendered— bell and night 


Mut bring this monſtrous birth to thg world's light. 
12 LExit. 


ive him defence agalnſt the elements, 


SCENE, the ca ital City of Cyprus. 
Enter Caſſio, Montano, and Gentlemen. 


HANKS to the valiant of this warlike iſle, 
That ſo ayprove the Moor: oh, let the 
- [heav'ns 
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For I have loſt him on a dangerous ſea. 
Mort. Is he well ſhipp'd ? 
Caſ. His bark is ſtoutly timber'd, and his pilot 

Of very expert and approv'd allowance; ; 

Therefore my hopes, not ſurfeited to deathy 

Stand in bold cure. 

MWitbin.] A fail, a fail, a fail! 
Caſ. What noiſe ? 
Gent. The town is empty; on th' brow o' th' ſea 

Stand ranks of people, and they cry, a fail. 

Caſ. My hopes do ſhape him for the governor. - 
[ Guns within, 
Cent. They do diſcharge their ſhot of courteſy: 
Our friends, at leaft. 
Caf. I pray you, Sir, go forth, 
And give us truth who tis that is arriv'd. 
Gent. I thall. [ Exit. 
Mont. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv'd ? 
Caſ. Moſt fortunately ; he hath atchiev'd a maid 
That paragons deſcription and wild fame. | 
Enter Gentleman, 

How now ? Who has put in ?- | 
Gent. It is ene lago, Ancient to the general. 
Caſ. He's had moſt favourable and happy ſpeed; + 

Tempeſts themſelves, high ſeas, and howling winds, 

As having ſenſe of beauty, do omit 

Their mortal natures, letting ſafe go by 

The divine Deſdemona, 

Mont. What is the ? | : 

Caf. She that I ſpoke of, our great captain's captain, 
Left in the conduct of the bold Iago. 5 
Enter De ſdemona, Iago, Rodorigo, and Emilia. 

O behold ! 

The riches of the ſhip is come on ſhore : 

You men of Cyprus, let her have your knees. 

Hail to thee, lady; and the grace of heav'n, 

Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 

Enwheel thee round. 

Def. I thank you, valiant Caſſio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 
Caſ. He is not yet arriv'd, nor know I aught 

But that he's well, and will be ſhortly here. 

Def. O, but I fear---how loſt you company? 
Caſ. The great contention of the ſea and ſky 

Parted our fellowſhip, But hark, a ſail! ¶ Guns within, 
Within.) A fail! a fail! 

Gent. They give this greeting to the citadel : 

This likewiſe is a friend, 

Caſ. See for the news: 

Good Ancient you are welcome. Welcome, miſ- 

treſs. {To Emilia. 

Let us not gall your patience, good Iago, 

That I extended my manners. Tis my breeding, 

That gives me this bold ſhew of courteſy. 


As of her tongue ſhe oft beſtows on me, 
You'd have enough. 

Deſ. Alas! the has no ſpeech. 

Iago. In faith too much. 
I find it till, when I have lift to ſleep 
Marry, before your ladyſhip, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in-her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

mil. You have little cauſe to ſay fo. 


$ in your parlours, wild cats in your kitchens, 


\ 


Tago. Come on, come on; you're pictures out of 


Iago. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her lips, 


- 
| 
$ 
: 
, 


'You rile to play, and yo to bed to work. 
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J prattle out of faſhion, and ] dote 


Saints in your injuries, devile being offended, 

Players in your houſewifery, and houſewives in your 
Def O, fie upon thee, flandere: ! [ beds. 
Iago. Nay, it is true, or elſe I am a Turk; 


Ani. You thall not write my pratlie, 
Jags. No, let me nst. 
Def. What would'ſt thou write of me, if thou 
ſhoulg'| praite me? 
Izgo. Oh gentle lady, do not put me to't, 
For I'm nothing, if not critical. ö 


Once more well met at Cyprus, 


In my own comfort. Prythee, good Tago, 

Go to the bay, and diſembark my coffers: 

Bring thou the maſter to the citadel, 

He 1s a good one, and his worthineſs 

Does challenge much reſpect. Come, Deſdemonz, 


[ Exeunt Othello ard Deſdemona 

Marent lago and Rodorigo. g 

Iago. Come hither, Rodorigo, if chou be'ſt vali. 
ant; lift me; the heutenant to-night watches on the 


Deſ. Come, one ellay. There's one gone to the court of guard. Firſt, I muſt tell thee this; Deſde- 


Ca. Ay, Madam. 
De/. 1 am not merry; but I do beguile 
The thing 1 am, by ſeeming otherwiſe ; 


What praife could thou beituw on a deterving wo- inſtructed. 


man, indeed ? 

Iago. Sbe that was ever fair, and never proud, | 

Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud ; 

Newer lack'd gold, and yet went never gay, | 

Fled from ber wiſh, ard yet ſaid, n:wv 1 may; 

Ste that, when anger'd, ber revenge being nigh, 

Bad ber wreng lay, and her diſpleajure y; 

She that could think, and 2c er dijclje ber mind, 

Have ſuitors felizxvirg, and net loo8 behind, 

She was a wright, {if ever ſuch wight dere 

Deſ. To do what? 

Jago. To ſuckle feels, and chronicle ſma!l-beer. 

De. O moit lame and impotent concluſion ! Ds 
not kearn of him, Emilia, tho he be thy huſband. | 
How ſay you, Caſſio, is he not a moit prophane and 
liberal cenſurer. | 

Ca/. He ſpeaks home, Madam; you may reliſh, 
Him more in the ſoldier than in the icholar. 

Lago. { Afide.) He takes her by the palm; ay, 
well faid_—whiſper.—--With as little a web as this, 
will I enfnare as great a fly as Caftio. Ay, imile 
upon her, do-—1 will give thee in thine own court»! 
ip. You ſay true, tis ſo indeed.—-1f ſuch tricks 

s theſe ſtrip you out of your lieutenancy, it had 
been better vou had not kits'd your three fingers ſo 
foft. The Moor—l know his trumpet, 

Deſ. Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Enter Othello, ard Aitendarts. 
Oth. Oh my fair warricr: | 
Def. My dear Othello. 
Otb. It gives me wonder great as my content 
To fee you here before me, O my loul's joy! | 
If after every tempeſt come ſuch calms, 
May the wines blow til! they have weaken'd death: 
And let the labouring bark climd hills of ſeas 
Olympus high; and duck again as low 
As heli's from heavn. It I were now to die, 
”[ were now to be moſt happy; for, I fear, | 
My ſoul hath her content is ablolute, | 
That not another comfert like to this 
Succeeds in unknaun fate. 
Def. The heav'ns forbid, 
But that our loves and comfort ſhould encreaſe, 
Ev'n as our days do grow! 

C:b. Amen to that, ſweet powers; 
I capnot ſpeak enough of this content, 


] 


, 
[ 


command, I'll lay't upon you. 


harbour? mona is directly in love with him. 


Rod. With him! why, tis not poſſible ! 
Jago. Lay thy fingers thus; and let thy ſoul be 
Mark me with what violence ſhe fir 
lov'd the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her 
fantaſtical lies. And will the love him ſtill for 
parting ? let not thy diſcreet heart think it. Her 
eye muſt be fed. And what delight ſhall ſhe 
have to look on the devil! | 

Red. I cannot believe that of her, ſhe's full of moſt 
dleſs'd condition. | 

Tago. Bleſs'd fig's end! the wine ſhe drink; is 
made of grapes. If ſhe had been bleſs d, ſhe would 
never have lov'd the Moor: Bleſs'd pudding! did'ſt 
thou not ſee her paddle with the palm of his hand? 
did' not mark that ? 

Rad. Ves, that I did, but that was but courteſy, 

Tago. Letchery, by this hand; an index, an ob- 
fcure prologue to the hiſtory of luß, and foul 


thoughts. Sir, be you rul'd by me. I have brought 


you from Venice. Watch you to night; for the 
Caſſio knows you 
not: I'll not be far from you. Do you find ſome 
occaſion to anger Caſſio, either by ſpeaking tos 
loud, or taunting his diſcipline, or from what 
other courſe you pleaſe, which the time ſhall more 
favourably miniſter. 

Rod. Well. 

Iago. Sir, he's raſh, and very fadden in choler; 
and, haply, may ſtrike at you. Provoke him, that 
he may; fur even of that will J cauſe thoſe of Cy- 
prus to Mutiny : whoſe qualification ſhall come into 
no true taſte again, but by diſplanting of Caſſio. 

Rad. Iwill do this, if you can bring it to an op- 
portunity. 

Tags. I warrant thee. 
the citadel. 
Fate wel. 

Red. Adieu. [ Exit, 

Mane: lago. 

Jags. That Caſho loves her, I do well believe; 
That ſhe loves him, tis apt, and of great credit. 
The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not, 


Meet me by and by at 
1 muſt fetch his neceſſaries aſhore. 


1s of a conſtant, loving, noble nature; 
And, I dare think, he'il prove to Deſdemona 


A moſt dear huſband. Now I love her too, 
Not out of abſolute luſt, (tho', peradventure, | 
I ftand accountant for as great a ſin) 

But partly led todiet my revenge, 

For that I do ſuſpect, the luſty Moor 


It ſtops me here: it is too much of Joy. 


Hath leapt into my ſeat, The thought whereof 


And this, and this, the greateſt diſcords be, [Xing Dath, like a poiſonvus mineral, gnaw my inwards 3 
That e'er our hearts ſhall make. (ber. And nothing can, or ſhall content my ſoul, 


Jags. Oh, you are well tun'd now; but I'll let, 
down the pegs that make this muſic, as honeſt as 1 


Jam. 


Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife; 
Or failing ſa, yet that I put the Moor 


[ Afide. | At leaſt into a jealouſy ſo ſtrong, 


0:5, Now, friends, our wars are done; the Turks That judgment cannot cure, Which thing to do, 
If this poor traſh of Venice, whom I trace 

For his quick hunting, ſtand the putting on, 

I'll have vur Michael Caſſio on the hip, 

Abuſe him to the Moor in the rank garb; 


are drown'd, 
How do our old acquaintance of this iſle ? | 
Haney, you ſhall be weligcefired in Cyprus, | 
I've tound great love among them. Oh, my ſweet, 
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| do, 


Enter Caſſio, Montano, and Certlemen. 

Caſ. Fore heaven, they have given me a rouſe 
already. 

Mont. Good faith, a little one: not paſt a pint, 


(For I fear Caſſio with my night-cap too,) 
Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 
For making him egregioufly an aſs; | 
Aud practiſing upon bis peace and quiet, 
Hen to madneſs- Tis here---vut yet confus'd: 
Knavery's plain face is never ſeen till us'd. [ Exit. | 
S CE NE, the Caſtle, 
Frter Othello, De ſdemona, Caſſio, and Attendants. 
0th. Good Michael, look you to the guard to- night, 
Let's teach ourſelves that honourable ſtop, 
Not to out- port ditcretion. 
Caf, I2go hath direction what to do: 
But, notwithſtanding, with my perſonal eye 
Will 1 look to't. 
Orb. 120 is moſt honeſt : 
Michael, good night. To-morrow, with your earl:ef, 
let me have ſpeech with you, Come, my dear love, 
The purchaſe made, the truits are to enſue; 
That profit's yet to come tween me and zou. | 
Good night, [ Exeunt Othello, and Deſdemona. 
| Enter lago. 
caſ. Welcome, lago; we muſt to the watch. 
lage. Not this hour, lieutenant : tis not yet ten 
oth' clock. Our General caſt us thus early tor the 
bore of his Deſdemona; whom let us not therefore 
blame; he Rath not yet made the wanton night with: 
her; and ihe is ſport for Jove. 
Co{. She's a moſt exquiſite lady. 
Jag). And, I'll warrant her, full of game. 
Caf. Indeed, he's a moſt freſh and delicate creature. 
lags. What an cye the has? methinks, it ſounds 
a parley to provocation. [ modeſt. 
Caf. An inviting eye; and yet, methinks, right 
Igo. And when the ipeakes, is it not an alarm to 
Caj. She is, ir deed, perfection. Ilove? 
Iago, Well, happineis to their ſheets; come, 
lieutenant, I have a ſtoop of wine, and bere with- | 
out are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain 


hive a meaſure to the health of black Othello. | 
Ca/. Not to-night, good Iago; I have very poor | 


as I am a ſoldier, 
Tags. Some wine, ho! [Iago /i :. 
Ard let me the cana lin clink, clink, clint, 
And !:t me the canakin clink. 
A ſoldier' ta nan; oh, man's life's bat a ſpar : 
Wiy, then let a ſoldier drink. | 
Some wine, boys. 

Caj. Fore heav'n, an excellent ſong. 

Tice. 1 learn't it in England; where, indeed, they 
are moſt potent in potting. Your Dane, your Ger- 
man, and your ſwag-belly'd Hollander -Drink, 
ho! are nothing to your Engliſh. ting ? 

Caſ. Is your Engliſhman ſo exquiſite in his drink- 

I. go. Why, he drinks you with facility your Dane 
d:ad drunk. He ſweats not to overthrow your 
Almain. He gives your Hollander a vomit, ere 
the next pottle can be filled. 

Caf. To the health of our General. . 

ſort. Jam for it, lieutenant, and I'lF do you 
lag». Oh ſweet England. [juſtices 
King Stephen was, and a worthy prer, 
His breeches ceſt bim but a crcxwvn 
Fe beld them fix-pence all to dear, 
With that be call'd the taylor lawn. 
Some wine, ho! 

Caſ. Why, this is a more exquiſite ſong than the 

Igo. Will you hear't again? Lother. 

Caf. No, for I hold him to be unworthy of his 
place, that does thoſe things. Well Heaven's 
above all; and there be ſouls that muſt be ſaved, 
and there be ſouls muſt not be ſaved, 

Ire. It's true, good lieutenant. 

Caſ. For mine own part, (no offence to the Ge- 
nera!, nor any man of quality;) I hope to be ſaved. 

Jg. And fo do I too, licutenant. 

Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, n-t before me. The 


and unhappy brains for drinking. I could well with, | Lieutenant is to be Javed before the Ancient. It's 


tunment. 


1il drink for you. 

Ca/. 1 have drank but one cup to-night, and that 
was Craftily qualified too: and, behold, what inno- 
vation it makes here, 
frmity, and dare not taſk my weakneſs with any 
Dore. 

Iago, What, man ! 'tis a night of revele, the 


failants defire it. 


Caf. Where are they? 
Jags, Within; I pray you call them hither. 
Caſ. Til do't, but it diſlikes me. [Exit Caſſio. 
Lage. If I can faſten but one cup upon him, 
With that which he hath drank to-night already, 
He'll be as full of quarrel and offence, ; 
As my young miſtreſs's dog, — 
Now, my fick fool, Redorigo, 
Whom love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong fide out, 
To Deſdemons hath to-night carous'd 
Potations pottle deep; and he's to watch. 
Three lads of Cyprus, noble ſwelling ſpi: its, 
{That hold their honours in a wary diſtance, 
Ihe very elements of this warlike iſle) 
Have I to-night fluſter'd with lowing cups, 


courteſy would invent ſome other cuſtom of enter- | have no more of this; let's to our attairs, 


Hur ns - Gentlemen, let's look to our buſineſs. Do 
lage. Ob, they are our friends; but one cup; 
cient, this is my right-hand, and this is my left. 
'1 am not drunk now; I can ſtand well encugh, and 


I am unfortunate in the in- 
| Cof. Why, very well then: you muſt not think 


F give 


not think, gentlemen, I am drunk; this is my An- 


I ſpeak well enough. 
Een. Excellent well. 
then that I am drunk. [ Exit. 
Manert lago and Montano. 
Enter Rodorigo. 
Ire. How now, Rodorigo; I pray you after the 
| lieutenant, Go. { Zxit Rodorigo. 
: You fce this fellow, that is gone before; 
He is a foldier, fit to ſtand by Cæſar, 
| And give direction. And do but lee his vice; 
Tis to his virtues a juſt equinox, 
The one as long as th'other. *Tis pity of him ; 
I fear, the truſt Othello puts him in, 
On ſome odd time of his infirmaty. 
Will ſhake this ifland. 
Mont. But is he often thus? 
Joce. Tis evermore the prologue to his ſleep, 
Ment. It were well 
| The General were put in mind of it: 
| Perhaps, he fees it not; or his good nature 


And they watch too. Now, mongſt this flock of | Prizes the virtue that appears in Caſſio, 


As to put our Caſſio in ſome action { drunkards, 
That may offend the iſle, Burt here they comes 

It conſequence do but approve my deem, 

My boat fails freely, boch with wind and ſtream. 


And looks not on his evils. 

| And tis great pity, that the noble Moor 
Should hazard ſuch a place as his own {econd, 
With one of au inzrait innrmitp; 
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It were an honeſt action to ſay fo 
Unto the Moor. 
Tage. Not I, fer this fair iſtand; 


I do love Caſho well, and would do much 


To cure him of this evil. Hark, what neiſe ? 
 Friutbin. Help! Help! 
Re-enter Ca ſſio, purjuing Rodorigo. 

Caf. You regue, you raſcal } 

Mert. What's the matter, lieutenant ? 

Caſ. A knave, teach me my duty Ill beat the 
Knade into a twigzgen bottle. 

Rod. Beat me 

Caf. Dot thou prate, rogue ? 

Mont. Navy, good lieutenant ; 
I pray you, Sir, hold your hand. 


L faying bim. 


Ment. Come, come, you're Crunk. 
Caj. Drunk! 
age. Away, I ſay, go out and cry mutiny- 


Nay, gocrd lieutenant Sir———Montano 
ele, maſters! here's a godly watch indeed 


Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of ſear, 
To manage private and domeſtic quarrel ! 


Ig night, and on the court of guard and ſafety ! 
"Tis monſtrous. Say, lago, who began't ? 
Mont. If partially affin'd, or le:gv'd in office, 
Thou doſt deliver more or lefs than truth, 
Thou art no ſoldier. 
Tago, Touch me not fo near: 
I'd rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it ſhovle do offence to Michael Callio; 
Yet I petſuade myſelt, to ſpeak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. Thus tis, Genezal ; 
Montzno and myſelt, being in ſpeech, 


| There comes a fellow crying out for help, 

And Cafhio following with determin'd ſword, 
Ca]. Let me go, Sir, or I'll knock you over the Jo execute upon him. 
{ mazzard. 


Sir, this Gentleman 


| Steps in to Caiſio, and intreats his pauſe; 

[They Fett. Myſelt the crying fellow did purſue, 

| Le by his clamour (as it fo fell out) 

[ Exit Rodorigos | Ihe town might fall in t:ight, He, ſwift of toot, 
i Out-ran my purpoſe : I Sturn'd, the rather 

ror that I heard the clink and fall of Words, 


Wo that, who rings the bel — {Beltrirng:.; And Caſſio high in oath; which till to- night 


Lieutenant! hold: 
Y cu will be mam'd for ever. 
Enter Othello, and Atterdents. 
O. What is the matter here? 
Hela, for your lives. 
Jago. Hold, the general fpeaks, 


Are we turn'd Turks ? and to ovrſelves do that, 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites? 


For Chriftian ſhame, put by this barbarous brawl : 


He that ſtirs next to carve for his own rage, 
Hoiss bis ſoul light: he dies upon his motion. 
Silence that ereadtul bell; it frignts the ie 
From her propriety, What is the matter ? 
Hongſt Iago, that looks dead with grieving, 


Speak, who began this? on thy love, I charge thee. 
Lage. I do not kuow; friends all, but new, even now 


In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 


Diveiting them for bed; and then, but now— 


(As it tome planet had unwitted men,) 
Swores cut, and tilting one at other's breaſts, 
In oppottion bloody. I can't ſpeak 

Any beginning to this peeviſh odds, 

Ard, would in action glorious I bad loft 
Inoſe legs mat brought me te a part of it. 


Orth. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot? 


. ., Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot ſpeak. 


Orb, Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil: 


'T he gravity and ſtillgeſs of your youth 
The world hath noted; and your name is great 
In mouths of viſeſt cenſure, What's the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night brawler ? give me anſwerto it. 
nt. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger; 


aur officer, Iago, can inform you, [ me, 
VWhile 1 ſparc ſpeech, which ſomething now oftends 


Of Al tant] do know: nor know I ought 
Rv me that's laid or done amiſs this night; 
Unieis ſelf- charity be ſometimes a vice, 
And to defend ourſelves it be a bn, 
When violence aſſails us. 
Orb. Now, by heav'n, 
Tf 1 ones ſtir, 
Or 46 but life this arm, the beſt of you 
Shall fink in my rebuke. Give me to know. 
How this foul rout began; who ſet it on; 
and he that is approv'd in this offence, 
Ting ne had twinn'd with me, both at a birth, 
STAY lol me. Mb, and in a town of war, 


[ this? 


Orb. Why, how now, ho! from whence ariſcth 


I ne'er might ſay before, When I came back, 

(For this was brief) I found them cloſe together 

At blow and thruſt 3 even as again they were, 

When you yourſelf did part them. 

More of this matter cannot I report. 

But mes aue men; the beſt ſometimes forget: 

Tho Caffio did ſome little wreng to him, 

As men in rage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt, 

Yet, ſarelv, Caſlio, I believe, receive 

From him that fied ſome range indignity, 

Which patience could not paſs, 

Orb. I know, Iago, 

Thy honeſty and love doth mince this matter, 

Making it light to Caſſio. Caſſio, I love thee 

But never more be officer of mine. 
Eater De ſdemona, attended. 

Look if my gentle love be not rais d up: 

IU make thee an example. 

Deſ. What's the matter? 
Orb, All is well, ſweeting, come to bed. 

Sir, tor your hurts, myſelf will be your ſurg«on. 

Lead him ot. a | 

Lago, look with care bout the town, 

And fitence thoſe whom this vile brawl Aiſtracted. 

Come, Deidemona, tis the ſoldiers be, 


To have their batmy flumbers wak 4 with * 
xt. 


Manent lago ard Caſho. 

Jags. What, are you hurt, licutenaut ? 
| Caf. Pait all ſurgery, 

lspo. Marry, heav'n forbie ! : : 

Caſ. Reputation, reputation, reputation! ob, I 
have loſt my reputation! I have loft the immortal 
part of myſelf, and what remains is beſtial. My re- 
putation! lago, my reputation f 

Igo. As I am an honeſt man, 1 thought you he 
received ſome bodily wound: there is moie ſenſe in 
that than in reputation. Reputation is an idle, 
and moſt falſe impoſition; oft got witaout merit, 
and loſt without deſerving. You have loſt no te- 
putation at all, unleſs you repute yourſelf ſuch 2 
Iofer, What, naan—there are ways to recover the 
General again. Sue to him again, and he's yours» 

Caf. Iwill rather ſue to be deſpiſed, than to de- 
ceive ſo good a commander, with ſo Night, ſo dron- 
ken, and ſo indifcreet an officer, Drunk, and ſpeak? 
parrot, and ſquabble > ſwagger > ſwear f and diſcourſe 


fuſtain with one's own ſhadow ? oh, thou invincible 
| ſpirit of wine! if thou haſt no name tv be known 
| by, let us call thee Devil. 
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And ſhe for him pleans ſtrongly to the Moor; 
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Jags, What was he that you follow'd with the 
' {wore ? What had he done to you ? 

Cal. I know not. 

Jags. Is't poſſible ? 

Caf, 1 remember a maſs of things, but nothing 
ditiaQtly : a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, 
that men thould put an enemy in their mouths, to 
82] away their brains! that we ſhould with joy, 
pleaſance, revel, and applauſe, transform ourſelves 
inte beaſts, 

age. Why, but you are now 
came you thus recoverei ? 7 

Caf, It has pleaſed the devil drunkenneſs, to give 
place to the devi! wrath; one unperfeCtneſs ſhews 
me another, to make me frankly deſpiſe myſelf. 

aro, I could heartily with this had not nefailen : 
but tince it is as it is, mend it for your own good. 

Cal, I will ak him for my place again; he ſha}: 
tell me, I am a drunkard !---Had 1 as many mouth: | 
as Hydra, ſuch an anſwer would ſtop them ail. To 
be now a ſenſible man, by and by a foul, and-pre- 
ſently a beaft '---every inordinate cup is undleis'd,. 
zud the ingredient is a devil. | 

lage. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar 
creature, if it be well us'\v : 
it. And, gocd lieutenant, I think, you think I 
Jove you. 

Caf. I have well approv'd it, Sir, I drunk! 

lage. You, or any man living, may be drunk at 
ſome time, man. I tell you what you ſhall do: our 
General's wife is now the General; importune ke: 
help, to put you in your place again. She is of .o 


| 


well enough: how 


» 
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free, ſo kind, ſo apt, fo bleſſed a diſpoſtion, ſhe Or feed upon ſuch nice and waterich diet, 
holds it a vice in her goodnefs not to do more than That 1 being abſent, and my place ſupply'd, 


is requeſted, 

Caj. You adviſe me well. 

lays, I proteſt, in the ſincerity of love, and honeſt 
kinengſs. | 

Caſ. I think it freely; and betimes in the morn- 
ing 1 will beſeech the virtuous Deſdemona to under- 
take for me: I am deſperate of my fortunes, if they 
check me here. 

lago. You are in the right: good night, liente- 
nant, I muſt to the watch, 

Caſ. Goud-night, honeft Iago. 

Man lag, 

Ie. And what's he then, that ſays, I play a vil- 
Now, while this honeſt fool {lain ? 
Plies Deflemona to repair his fortune, 


[Exit Caſſio. 


Pit pour this peſtilence into his car, 

That the repeals him for her body's luſt: 

And by how much the ſtrives to do him good, 

She mall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will 1 turn her virtue into pitch ; 

And cut of her own goodnels make the net, 

That fheil enmeſh them all. How now, Rodori go 
| Enter Rodorigo. 

R. d. I follow here in the chace, not like hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry, My mo- 
ney is almoſt ſpent; I have beeu to-night excecd- 
mely well cudgelled ; and I think, the iſſue will be, 
I hall have ſo much experience for my pains ; and 
ſo, with no money at all, and a little wore wit, re- 
turn again to Venice. 

lego. How poor are they, that have not patience ! 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees ? 

Thou know'® we work by wit, and not by witchcraft ; 


And wit depends on dilatory time : 
2 t not go well? Caſſio hath beaten thee, 
ad thou by that ſmall hurt baſt caſhier's Cano; 


well? 


E: Lit Jon 


Away, I ſay; thou ſhalt know more hereafter ; 
Nay, get thee gone; 
Two things are to be done; 
My wife muft move for Caſſio to her miſtreſs ; 
I'll fet her on: 


11. 


[ Exit Rodorigo. 


Myſelf, the while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him jump, when he may Caſſio find 


Def. B* 


| 


1 


Soliciting his wife---ay, that's the way: 
Dull net device, by coldnefs and delay. 


[ Exits 


oþ co 


ACT III. 


S CEN E changes te on Avartment in the Palace, 


Enter Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Af milia. 
thou aſſur'd, good Caſſio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 
Emil. Good madam, do: I know it greeves my 
As if the cauſe were his. [ 1uſband 
Deſ. Oh, that's an honeſt fellow; doubt not, Caſſio, 
But 1 will have my lord and you again 
As friendly 2s you were. 
Caſ. Moſt bounteous madam, 


exclaim no more againſt | Whatever ſhall become of Michael Caſſio, 


He's never any thing but your true ſervant. 

Deſ. I know't, 1 thank you; you d love my lord, 
You've knou kim long; and, be you well ailur'd, 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther off 
Than in a politic diſtance. s 

Caf. Ay, but, lady, 

That policy may either laſt ſo long, 


My Genera! will forget my love and fervice. 
D-/. Do not doubt that; before Emilia here, 
I give thee warrant of thy place. 
Therefore be merry, Caſſio; 
ror thy ſolicitor mall rather die, 
Thaa give thy cauſe away- 
Enter Othello and lago, oat a Difances 
Anil. Madam, here comes my lord. 
C Madam, Fl take my leave. 
Def. Why, ftay and hear me ſreak. 
Cf. Madamy not now: I'm very ill at eaſe, 
Uniit for mine own purpoſes. 
Def. Well, do your diſcretion. 
Izzo. Hah! 1 like not that 
Ob. What doſt thou fay ? 
Tago. Nothing, my lord: or if—I know not what, 
O:b. Was not that Caſſio parted from my wife? 
Igo. Cailio, my lord ?---ao, ſure, I cannot think it, 
That be would ſteal away fo guiity-like, 
Seeing you coming. 
Oth. 1 believe *twas he. 
Deſ. How now, my lord; 
I have been talking with a ſuitor here, 
A man that languidhes in „our diſpleaſure. 
Otb. Who is't you mean? 
Def. Why, your lieutenant Caſſio. Good, my lord 
If J have any grace or power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take ; 
For if he be not one that truly loves, you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in CUnniRge 
I have no judgment in an honeſt face, 
I pr*ychee, call him back. 
Orb. Went he hence now? 
De. In footh, fo humbled, 
Thar ke hath left part of his grief with me, 
To ſuffer with him. Good love, call him back. 
0:5. Not naw, (weet Peſdemona; ſome o time. 


[Exit Caſſio. 


Does it not £0 


Da. But ſhall't be ſhortly ? 
3 2 a 


8 


O:th. The ſooner, ſweet, for you. 
D-f. Shall't be to-night at ſupper ? | 
Oth. Not to-night, 
sf. To-morrow dinner, then? 
Orb. I ſhall not dine at home: 
I meet the captain at the citadel, 
Def. Why then to-morrow night, or Tueſday morn, , 
Or Tueſday noon, or night, or Wedneſday morn, 
J pr'ythee, name the time; but let it not 
Exceed three days; in faith, he's pen tent: 
When ſhall he come? 
Tell me, Othello. 1 wonder in my ſoul, 
What you would aſk me, that I would deny. 
What, Michael Camo ; 
That came a wooing with you, and many a time, 
When I have ſpoke of you diſpleaſingly, 
Hath ta'en your part; to have fo much to do 
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Or thoſe that be not, *would they might ſeem none! 
0:5, Certain; men ſhould be what they ſeem, | 
lage. Why then, I think, Caſſin's an honeſt man. 
0th. Nay, yet there's more in this; 

] pray thee, ſpeak to me as to thy thinking, 

As thou doſt ruminate; and give thy worſt 

Of thuughts the worſt of words. 

Ligo. Good, my lord, pardon me, 

Tho' Jam bound to every act of duty, 

I am not bound to that all ſlaves are tree to; 

Utter my thoughts —- Why, ſay they're vile and falſe: 

As where's that palace whereinto foul things ; 

Sometimes intrude not? 

O.. Thou duſt conſpire againſt thy friend, Taro, 

If thou but think'ſt him wrong'd, and mak'ſt his 

A ftranger to thy thoughts. 


[car 
Jags. I do beſeech you, 


To bring him in! truſt me, I could do much 


T will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon I do beſeech you grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to myſelf. 
Deſ. Shall I deny you? no: tarewe', my lord. 
Oth. Farewel my De ſde mona, I'll come firaight. 
Deſ. Emilia, come; be as your fancies teach you: 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. [ Excunt, 
Manent Othello ard Iago. | 
Oth. Excellent wench !—Perdition catch my foul, 
But I do love thee; and when I love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 
Juge. My noble lore 
Gte. What doſt thou fay, Iago? 
Iago. Did Michael Cailio, when you woo'd my 
K now oft your love? lady, 
Och. Ee did, from firſt to laſt: Why doſt thou aſk * 
Jago. But for a ſatis faction of my thouglit, 
No tarther harm. 
Orb. Why of thy thought, Iago ? 
Igo. I did not think he'd been acquainted with it. 
Ob. Oh, yer, and went between us very oft. 
Jars. Indeed | 
Otb. Indeed! ay, indeed. 
Is he not honeſt? 
Inge. He neſt, my lord! 
Oth. Honeſt! ay, honeſt. 
Jago. My lord, for aught I know, 
Oth. What doſt thou think? 
Tags. Think, my lord 
Orb. Tink, my lord! why, by keav*n thou echo'ſt 


Diſcern'ſt thou zueht 
| of that 


As if there was ſome monſter in thy thought, me; 
Too hideous to be ſhewn, Thou doft mean ſomethinę: 


J heard thee ſay but now, ben lil'g net that— 
When Caſſio left my wife. What did'ſt not like? 
And when 1 told thee he was of my counſel, 


(Az, | conteſs, it is my nature's plague 
I, ip; into abuſe; and oft my je alouſy 
Shapes f-uits that are not z) I intreat you then, 
Your wiſdom would not build yourſelf a trouble 
Gut of my ſcattering and unſure obſervance : 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor tor my manhood, honeſty, and wiſdom, 
To let you know my thoughts, 
Ot. What doſt thou mean? [ lors, 
[aigo. Good name in man, ard woman, dear my 
Is the immediate jewel of their ſouls, [ thing, 
{ Who ſteais my purte, ſleals traſh : tis ſomething, no- 
"Twas mine, tis his, and has been ſlave to thouſands; 
But he that niches from me my good name, 
Rubs me ot that which not enriches him, 
| And makes me poor indeed, 
Orb. I'll know thy thoughts 
I::55. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor ſhall not, whilſt "tis in my cuſtody. 
Gb. Ha! 
Inge. Oh, beware, my lord, of ieatonſy : 
[t is a green-ey d monſter, which doth make 
The meat it feeds on. "That cuckeld lives in bliſs, 
| Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger 
ut oh, what damned minutes telle he oer, 
Who doats, y<t doubts; ſuſpeQs, yet ſtrongly loves 
Orth. O miſery |! - 
Iago. Poor and content, is rich and rich enough; 
Rut riches endleis, is as poor as winter, 
To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor. 
Good hrav'n the ſouls of all my tribe ceſend 
From jealouſy ! 
Cb. Why! why is this? 
Think'ft thou I'd make a life of jealcuſy? 
To follow ſtill the changes of the moon 
With freſh ſuſpicions? No; to be once in doubt, 


In my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cry'aſt, indred !| Is once to be refols'd, 


And didſt contract and purſe thy brow together, 
As if thou then had'ſt ſhut up in thy brain, 
Some horrible conceit ; if thou doſt love me, 
Shew me thy thought, 

J23s. My lord, you know I love you. 

Cth. I think thou doſt : 
And, for I know thou'rt full of love and honeſty, 


Tis not to make me jealous, 

To ſav, my wite is fair, feeds well, loves company 
Is free of ſpeech, ſings, plays, and dances wellz 
Where virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous. 

Nor from mine own weak merits will 1 draw 

The ſmalleft fear or doubt of her revolt: 

For ſhe had eyes, and choſe me. No, Iago, 


And weigh'ſt thy words before thou giv'ſt them I'll ſee before I doubt; when TI doubt, prove; 


breath, 

Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more: 
For ſuch things, in a falſe diſloyakknave, 
Are tricks of cuſtom ; but, in a man that's juſt, 
They're cold diſtiilations working from the heart, 
That paſſion cannot rule. | 

Jago. For Michael Caſſio, 

dare be fworn, I think, that he is honeſt, 
th. I think io too, 
Ingo. Men laculd be what they ſeem, 


And on the proof, there is no more but this, 
Away at once with love, and jealouty. 

age. I'm glad of this; for now I ſhall have reaſcg 
To ſhow the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker ſpirit, Therefore, as I'm bound, 
Receive it from me, I ſpeak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife, obſerve her well with Caſſios 
Wear your eye thus; not jealous, noc ſecure ; 
| woul4t not have your free and noble nature 
Gut of ſeii-bounty be abus'd; lock tot, 


| Though I perchance am vicious in my ZllCcſtommmn—s 
Otb. Priythee, no more; let him come when he! 
[ will, | I. 


—— 2 


a2 0 OT — 


— ww. + „ 4 4 7 Hf 


oo — 1 


OO Yd 


443 43D % 


lors, 
ar my 
ching, 
gy no- 
lands; 


hand; 


» For, ture, he fills it up with great ability 3 
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uu our country diſpoſition well; 

In Venice they do let heav'n fee the pranks 

They dare not ſhew their huſbands ; their beſt con- 
ſcience 

js not to leave*t undone, but keep't unknown, 

Orb. Doſt thou ſay to? 

Loge. She did deceive her father, marry you; 
Ang when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and fear your looks, 
She loy'd them moſt, 

0:b, And 1o ſhe did., 

Jays. Go to, then! 
che that ſo young, could give out ſuch a ſeeming 
To ſeal her father's eyes up, cloſe as oak 
Ke thouzht tus witchcraft----- but I'm much to 
I humbly do beicech you of your pardon, [blame : 
For too much loving you. 

Ot. I'm bound to you for ever. ; 

Joes. I ſee this hath a little daſh'd your ſpirits. 

Cth. Not a jot, not a jot, 

laps, Truſt me, | tear it hae: 

] hope you will conſider what is ſpoke 
Comes from my love. But, I do ſee you're mov'd— 
{ 2m to prav vou not to ſtrain my ſpeech 
To grofter iſſues, not to larger reach 
Than to ſuſpicion, 
0th. I will not. 
Jags. Should you do fo, my lord, 
My ſprech would fall into ſuch vile ſucceſs, 
Which my thoughts aim not at. Cathy's my worthy 
My lord, I ſee, you're mov'd - [ friend. 


And have not thoſe ſoft parts of converſation 
That chamberers have; or, for I 2m declin'd 
Into the vale of years, vet that's not much 


5 5 
"She's gone, I am abus'd, and my relief 
Oh, the cuiſe of marriage? 


uſt be to loath her. 
That we can call theſe delicate creatures ours, 
And not their appetites; I had rather be a toad, 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

Than keey a corner in the thing I love, 

For other's uſe. Deſdemona comes ! 

Enter Deidemona ard /Emilia, 


| If me be felſe, oh, then heav'n mocks itſelf; 


I'll not believe't. 
Def. How, now, my dear Othello 
'Your dinner, and the generous Iſlanders 
By you invited, do attend your preſence, 
Oth. ] am to blame. : 
Def. Why do you ſpeak fo faintly ? 
Are you not well ? 
Orh. 1 have a pain upon my ſorchead, here. 


Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. ; 
O:b, Your napkin is too little; 


Let it alone; come, I'!] go in with you. 


Manet Emilia. 


tb. No, not much mov d 
] do not think but Deſdemona's honeſt. 
lags. Long live ſhe ſo! and long live you to think 

Otb. And yet, how nature erring from itſelf 

lago. Ay, there's the point ;——-2s (to be bold with 
Not to affect many propoſed matches | you) 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree, 
Whereto we fee in all things nature tends : 

Foh ! one may ſmell, in ſuch, a will moſt rank, 
Foul diſproportions, thonghts unnatural, 

But, pardon me, I do not in poſition 

Diſtinctly ſpeak of her; tho' I may fear 

Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 

May tall to match you with ker country forms, 
And, haply, ſo repent. 

ib. Farewel, farewel ; 

If more thou doit perccive, let me know more: 
Seton thy wife t'obſerve. Leave me, lago. 
lage. My lord, I take my leave. 

0:b. Why dia I marry ? 

This honeſt creature, doubtleſs, 
dees and knows more, much more than he unfolds. 

Jags, My lord, EF would I might intreat your honour 
To ſcan this thing no farther; leave it to time: 
Altho' tis fit that Caſſio have his place, 


[ Going, 


Yet, if you pleaſe to hold him off a while, 

You ſhall by that perceive him, and his means; 

Kore, if your lady ftrain his entertainment 

With any ftrong or vehement opportunity; 

Moch will be ſeen in that. In the mean time, 

Let me be thought. too buſy in my fears, 

(As worthy caufe I have to fear I am;) 

And held her free, I do beſeech 10ur honour. 
0:h, Fear not my government. 
lago. I once more take my leave. 

Manet Othello, 
0:5, This fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 

And knows all qualities, with a learned fpirit, 

Of human dealings, If I prove her haggzard, 

Tho" that her jeſſes were my dear heart-ftrings, 

I's whiſtle off, and let her down the wind 


[Exit Iago. 


[fo !\ Woo'd me to teal it. 


My wayward huſhand hath a hunored times 

But the ſo loves the token, 

(For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſaould ever keep it) 

That ſhe reſerves it evermore about her, 

To kits and talk to. I'Il have the work ta'en out, 

And giv't lago; what he'll do with it, 

Heav'n knows, not l; | 

Nothing, but to pleaſe his fantaſy. 
Enter Iago. | 

Iago. How now, what do you do here alone? 


Iage. You have athing for me 
It is a common thing 

Emil. Ha! 

Ilge. To have a fooliſh wife. 


For that ſame handkerchief ? 
Iage. What hanckerchief? 
mil. What handkerchief!” 
Why that the Moor firſt gave to Deſdemona z 
That which ſo often you did bid me ſteal. 
Tage. Haſt ftolen it from her? | 
| Emil. No; but ſhe let it drop by negligence 3 
And, to th' advantage, I being here took't up: 
Look, here it is, 
Tago. A good wench, give it me. 


To have me filch it ? 

Tags, Why, what is that to vou? 
 ZEmil. If 't be not for fome purvoſe of import, 
Giv't me again, Poor lady, ſhe'll run mad 
When ſhe ſhall lack it. 


Jago. Be not you known on't : 


I will in Cafſio's- lodging loſe this napkin, 

And let him fine it, Trifles light as air 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations firong | 

As proofs of holy writ, This may do ſometbing, 

The Moor already changes with my poiſons ; 
Enter Qtheilo. 


Nor all the drowſy ſyrvps of the world, 


To pity at fortune, Haply, for I'm black, 


| S2ail ever medicine thee to that fw cet fecpy 


Deſ. Why, that's with watching, "twill away 
[ agains 


[She dreps ber handkerch iefe 
Def. 1 am very forry that you are not well. | Exeunt, 5 


Emil. I am glad 1 have found this napkin heres 
| This was her firſt remembrarce from the Mocr: 


Emil. Do not you chide; I have a thing tor you, 


mil. Oh, is that all! what would you give me 
| now 


Amil. What will you do with't, you have been fo 
ſearneſt 
[ Starck ing it, 


[ have uſe for it. Leave me---Go--- T Exit ZEmil. 


Lock, where he comes | Not poppy, nor mandragorag 
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Which thou owd'ft yeſterday. 
Otb. Ha! falſe to me! SEE. 
Inge. Why, how now, General? No more of that. 
Otb. Avaunt | be gone! thou'ſt ſet me on the rack, 
1 ſwear tis better to be much abus'd, 
"Than but to know a little, 
Jago. How, my lord? 
O:b. What ſenſe had I, in her ſtol'n hours of luſt; 
I ſaw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me; 
I Nept the next night well; was free and merry; 
I found not Caſſio's kiſſes on her lips: 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 
ket him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 
Tage. I am ſorry to hear this! 
Orb. I had been happy, if the general camp 
(Pioneers and all) had taſted her ſweet body, 
So I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil mind! Farewel content! 
Farewel the plumed troops, and the big war, 
That make ambition virtue ! oh, farewel ! 
Farewel the neighing ſteed, and the ſhrill tramp, 
The fpirit-ftirring drum, th' car-piercing fite, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumitance of glorious war! 
And, oh, you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats 
Th' immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 


_ 


= Farewel ! Othello's occupation's gone ! 


Ingo. Ist poſhble, my lord? 

Orb. Villain, be ſure thou prove my love a whore; 
Be {ure of it: give me the occular proof, [ Catebing 
Or, by the worth of my «ternal foul, (beld on him. 
Thou hadft better have been born a dog, a dog, Iago, 
Than anſwer my wak'd wrath, 

Tago, 1s't come to this? 

Orb. Make me to ſee't; or, at the leaft, fo prove it, 
That the probation dear no hinge, nor loop, 

To hang a doubt on; or, woe upon thy life! 

Jago. My noble lord 

Otb. If thou doft ſlander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more, abandon all remorſe ; 

On horror's head ho:rors accumulate 

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd; 

For nothing can'f tliou to damnation add, 

Greater than that. 
Inge. Oh grace! oh heav'n defend me! 

Are you a man? have you a ſoul? or ſenſe? 

God be w'you; take my offict. O wretched fool, 

That lin ſt to make thine honeſty a vice 

Oh mon ſtrous warls! take note, take note, oh world, 

To be direct and honeſt, is not ſafe ; 

I thank you for this profit, and from hence 

I'Il love no friend, fith love breeds ſuch offence. 
Oth. Nay, ftay thou ſhould' be honeſt 
Jago. 1 ſhould be wiſe, for honeſty's a fool, 

And loſes what it works for. 

Otb. By the worls, 

I think, my wife is honeſt; ard think, ſhe is not; 
I think, that thou art juſt; and think thou art not ? 
I' have ſome proof. Her name, that was as freſh 
As Diana's viſage, is now begrim'd and black 

As my own face, If there be cords or knives, 
Poiſon or fire, or ſuffocating teams, 

III not endur't Would I were ſatisfied 

Jags. I ſee, Sir, you are eaten up with paſſion ; 
I do repent me that I put it to you. 

You would be ſatisfied ! 

Otb. Would! nay, and will. 

Tago. And may; but how? how ſatisfied, my lord? 
Would you be ſuperviſor, groſsly gape on? 

Echold her tupp'd ? 

Oth. Death and damnation! oh! 

Iago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 

To bring 'em to that proſpect i daun them, then; 
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And grew upon my lips ; then lay his leg 


| 


* p | _ 
. 


If ever mortal eyes do ſee them bolſter 
More than their own. What then, how then? 
What ſhall I ſay ? where's fatisfaQion ? ; 
It is impofſible he ſhould (e= this, 

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkies, 
As ſalt as wolves in pride, and fools as groſs 

As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I ſay, 

If imputation ane ſtrong circumſtances, 

Which lead directiy to the door of truth, 

Will give you fatisfaftion, you might have't. 
Cb. Give me a living reaſon ſhe's diſloyal. 
Tago. I do not like the office; 

But ſince I'm enter'd in this cauſe ſo far, 
Prick'd to't by fooliſh hands, and love, 

Iwill go on. I lay with Caſſio lately, 

And, being troubled w:th a raging tocth, 

I could not fleep. 
There are 2 kind of men, fo looſe of ſcul, 

That in their ſleeps will mutter their affairs; 

One cf this kind is Caſſio: 

In fleep J heard him ſay, Sweet Deſdemona, 
Let us be wary, let us hide our loves?“ 

And then, Sir, would he gripe and wring my hand; 


Cry,----< Oh ſweet creature and then kiſs me 
{ hard, 


As if he pluckt up kiſſes by the roots, 


Over my thigh, and figh and kifs, and then 
Cry, «* Curlſee fate! that gave thee to the Moor.“ 
Orb. O monſtrous ! monſtrous ! 
Ingo. Nay, this was but his dream, 
Orb. But this denoted a foregone concluſion 2 
Tis a ſhrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 
Tago, And this may help to thicken other proofs, 
That do demonſtrate thinly, 
Orb, Til tear her all to pieces. 
Tags. Nay, but be wiſe ; yet we ſee nothing done; 
She may be honeſt yet——Tell me but this, 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a handkerchief, 
Spotted with ſtrawberries, in your wife's hand? 


Tags. I know not that; but ſuch a handkerchiet, 
(I'm ſure it was your wife's) did I to-day 
See Caſſio wipe his face with. 

Orb, If it be that | 

Jugs, If it be that, or any, that was her's, 
It ſpeaks againſt her with the other proofs. 

Orb. Oh, that the flave had forty thouſand lives! 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge. 
Now do I fee, tis truc.---Loos hete, lago. 
All my fond love thus do I blow to heav's : 
"Tis gone; 
Ariſe, black vengeance, from the hollow hell 
Vield up, oh love, thy crown and kearted throne 
To tyraanous hate ſwell boſom, with thy fraught, 
For 'tis of alpicks tongues 

Ingo. Vet be content, 

Orb. Oh blood, blood, blood —— 

Tago. Patience, I y; your mind, perhaps, may 

Orb. Never, Iago. Like the Poatick fea, | changes 
Whoſe icy current and compulſive courſe 
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on, 
To the Propontick, and the Helleſpont: 
Even ſo my bloody thoughts with violent pace 
Shall ne*er look back, ne'gr ebb to humble love, 
Till that a capabie and wide revenge 
Swallow them up----Now, by yond marble heav'ny 
In the duc rev'rence of a facred vow, [ He kneels, 
] here engage my ora 

Tags. Do not rife yet: 
Witneſs you ever-burning lights above ! 
You elements that clip us round about ! 
Witneſs, that here lago doth give up 


[ Iago kniceita 


Tue execution of his wit, bands, hearty 


Orb. 1 gave her ſuch a one; twas my firſt gift, 
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To wrong d Othello's ſervice. Let him command, 
And not to obey ſhall be in me remorle, 
What bloody bufinels ever, 

0th. 1 greet thy love, ; [ teous, 
vot with vain thanks, but with acceptance boun- 
And will upon the initant put Tice told: 

Within thete three days let me hear thee lay, 
That Caitio's not alive. 

lago. My friend is dead; i 
Tis done at your requeſt, But let her live. 

0:5, Damn ber, lewg manx on damn her, damn 
Come, £0 with me apart 1 will witharaw [ker! 
7; tutalch me with fome ſwift means of death | 
Now att incu my liedtenant— 

lige. 1 am your own for ever, FE xeugt. 

SC EN E, an Avariment in the ſame Aſtie. 

Enter Deſde mona and Emilia 
Del. Where ſhould 1 lole that handkerch:ef, ÆEmi- 

"Emil. I know not, Madam. [ lia ? 

De. Believe me, but my noble Moor 
I trac of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs 
As jealous creatures Arc, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. | 

mil. Is he not jealous ? 

De, Who, he! Ithink the ſun where he was born 
Drew all ſuch humours from him, 

mi. Look where he comes. 

De 1 will not leave him now, till Caſſio be 
Call'a to him. How is it with you, my lord? 

Enter Othello. [ ſemble. 

0:4, Well, my good lady. Oh, hardneſs to diſ- 
Hoy do you, Det iemona ? 

Deſ. Weil, my Lord. | [ lady. 

Orb. Give me your hand; this hand is monit, m 

Def. It yer hach telt no age, nor known no forrow, 

Ot, Tuis argues truittulneſs, and liberai heart: 
Hot, net, and moiſt ---this hand of your's requires 
A ſequetier from libert,; faſting and prayer, 

Much ca“ tigation, exerciſe. devout 

For here's a young and ſweating devil here, 
That commonly rebels ; tis a gobd hand, 
A very trank one. 

De. You may, indecd, ſayſo; 

For 'twas that hand, that gave away my heart. 

0:b. Alideral hand. The hands of old gave hearts; 
Bt our neu heraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Def. 1 canaot ſpeak of this; come, now your pro- 

0:b, What promiſe, chuck ? [ miſe. 

De/. I've ſent to bid Catho come ſpeak with you. 

0:5. I have a ſalt and ſorry rheum offends me: 


Lend me thy handkerchief, 


Deſ. Here, my lord. 
Orb. That which I gave you. 
Deſ. I have it not about me. 
0:5. Nat ! | 
De. No, indeed, my lord. 
Ot. That's a fault. That handkerchief 
Dit an Egyptian to my mother give ; 
She was a Charmer, and could almoit read [it, 
The thoughts ot people. She told her, while ſhe kept 
Twould make her amiable, ſubdue my father 
Intirely to ker love; but, if ſhe loſt it, 
0: made a pitt of it, my father's eve 
wwald hold her loathed, and his ſpirits hunt 
After new fancies. She dying, gave it me; 
Ang vid me, when my fate would have me wiv'd, 
20 give ither. I did (o; and take heed ont; 
Mace ita darling, like your rrecious eye; 
lo loſe'r, or give't away, were ſuch percition, 
As nothing elſe ceuld match. 
De/, Is't pofible ? 
015. Tis true; there's magic in the web of it; 
SYail that had numbered in the world 


15 

| Of the ſun's courſe too hundred compaſſes, 

In her prophetick fury ſew'd the work: 

The worms were hallowed that did breed the ſilk; 

And it was dy'd in mummy, which the fkilful 

Couſerv'd, oi maidens hearts. 

Def. Indeed! is't true? 

Cb. Mott veritable; therefore look to't well. 
Deſ. Then would to heav'a that 1 had never ſeen't! 
Oth. Ha! wherefore ? 

Deſ. Why do you ſpeak fo ftartingly and raſh ? 
Otb. 1s't loſt? is't gone? ſpeak, is't out of the 
Def. Bleſs us! ſway? 
Oth. Say you! 
Def. It is not loſt ; but what, and if it were? 
Orb. Hal! 

Def. 1 tay, it is not loſt, 

| Q:b. Fetch it, let me ſee't. 

D.. Why, ſo 1 can, Sir, but I will not now: 

This is a trick to put me from my ſuit. 

Pray you, let Caſio be receiv'd again, [ gives 
O-. Fetch me the handkerchiet---my mind miſ- 
De. Come, you'll ne'er meet a more ſufficient 
Orb. The nhandkerchict: [man, 
Deſ. A man, that all his time 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love; 

Shar'd dangers with you. 
Orb. The handkerchief: 
De/. In ſooth you are to blame. 

Orb. Away! [Exit Othello. 
Manent De ſdemona and Ea. 

LE mil. Is not this man jealous ? 

Def. I ne'er ſaw this before. 

| Sure, there's ſome wonder in this handkerchief : 

I'm mot unhappy in the loſs of it. 

Emil. Tis not a year or two ſhews us a man: 

Look you ! Caſſio, and my huſband. 

Enter Jago and Caſſio. 
Iage. There is nv other way, tis the muſt do't ; 

Ani , the happineis | go and importune her. 

Def. low now, goud Cailio, what's the news with 
| CY. Madam, my former ſuit, [ you? 
Deſ. Alas! good Caſſio, 

My ad VOCAtion is not now in tune; 

My lara is not my lord; nor ihould I know him, 

Were he in favour as in humour alter'd, 

Iago. Is my lord angry? 
Anil. He went beace but now; 

And, certainly, in ſtrange unquictneſs. 

Tage, Can he be angry I have ſeen the cannon, 

When it hath blown his ranks into the air, 

And, like the Devil, from his very arm 

Pu:t his own brother; yet he ſtood unmoy'd ; 

And can he be angry | 

Something of moment then; I'll go meet him: 

There's matter in't indeed, it he be angry. [ Exit. 

Manent Deidemona, Emilia, and Caſhin. 
Deſ. I pray thee do {v---Something, ſure, of ſtate, 

From Venice, ; 

Hath puddied his clear ſpirit ; and, in ſuch caſes, 

Men's natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Tho? great ones are their object. 

LE mil, Pray heav'n, it be 
State matte, as you think; and no conception 
Nor jealous toy concerning you. 
Def. Alas the day, I never gave him cauſe. 
mil. But jcalous ſouls will not be anſwer'd ſo; 

They are not ever jealous for a cauſe ; 

But jealous, for they're jealous. It's a monſter 

Begot upon itſelf, born on itſelf. | 

| Def. Heav'n keep that monſter from Othello's 
Emil. Lady, amen. [ mind ! 
Def. I will go ſeek him, Caſſio, walk kereabout ; 

If 1 do find him fit, I'll move your ſuit, 


And ſeek t'eſſect it to my uttermoſt. | Lage. I am very glad to ſee you, ſignior 5 
Caſ. I humbly thank your ladyſhip. Welcome to Cyprus. | 
[ Ex. Def. and Emil. at one door, Caf. at the other, Led. 1 thank you, 

. 1 Ix o. Lives, Sir. 

Deſ. There's fallen between him and my I-14 

An unxind breach: bur you ſhall make all we! 

O-. Are you ſure of that? = E 

Dif. My lord !-— 

Ora. Toi fail you not to do, as you will [Nh 

Led. He did not call; he's buly in the © nes 

Is there divition *twixt my lord and Cit ? 1 — 

D.. A moſt unhappy one; 1 would do much 

T'attone them, tor the love I bear to Caflio, 

Orb. Fire and brimſtone! 

Def. My lord! 


how does lieutenant Caſſio? 


r EY 
SCENE, 2 Court befere the Palace. 
Enter Othello and laga, 
Iage. W ILL vou think fo? 
Lge. What to kits in private? 


Otb. Think fo, Iago! 
O'b, An unauthoriz'd kits ? 
Iage. Or to be naked with her friend in bed, 


An hour xr more, not meaning any harm! Orb, Are you wiſe ? . [. 
Orb. Naked in bed, lago, and not mean karm ? Def. What, is he angry? * 
It is hypocriſy againſt the devil; Load. May be the letter mov'd him. Ii 
They that mean virtuouſly, and yet do ſo, For, as I think, they do command him home, Lt 
The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heav'n, | Deputing Caſſio in his government. Fi 
Jago. If they do nothing, "tis a venial ſlip : Def. Truſt me, I'm glad on't. i 
But if 1 give my wife a handkerchiet Oth. Indeed! 7 * 
Oth. What then? | [her's, | Def. My lord! 
Why then, *tis-her's, my lord; and, being | Ct. I'm glad to fee you mad. St 
She may, I think, beſtow't on any man. Def. Why, iweet Othello? 4 
Orb. She is protectrix of her honour, too: 0th, Devi! [ Striking ber, / 


Deſ. I have not deferved this. 
Lad. My lord, this would not be believ's in Venice, 
Tho” I ſhould {wear I ſaw't. Tis very much; 
Make her amends, ſhe weeps. | 
Or. Oh devil, devil! 
If that the earth could teem with woman's tears, | 
4 
{ 


May the give that ? 
Jago. Her honour is an effence that's not ſeen, 
They have it very oft, that have it not: 
But for the handkerchief 
Orb. By heav'n, I would moſt gladly have forgot it: 
Thou faid't—oh, it comes o'er my memory, 
As doth the raven o'er th' infected honie, 
Boding to all—he had my handkerchiet. 


Each drop ſhe falls would prove a crocodile : 
Out of my fight 


Jaz. Ay, what of that ? Def. Iwill not ftay to offend you. [Geirg, Le 
Otb. That's not fo good now. | Led. Truly, an obedient lady. _ 
Jags. What if I ſaid, Fad ſeen him do you wrong! do beſeech your lordihip, call her back, Yo 
Or heard him fay, (as knaves mutt blab.) Orth. Miitrets 
Oth. Hath he ſaid any thing ? Deſ. My lord. 7 
1.289. He hath, my lord; but be you we'l aſſur'd, Orb. What would you with her, Sir, fr 
No more than he'll unſwear. Led. Who, I, my lord? 19 
Otb. What hath he ſaid ? | Otb. Ay, you did with, that I would make her turn: | 
Jago. Why, that he did—lI know not what he did. | Sir, ſhe can turn, and turn, and yet go on; 
Olb. What? what? And tura again. And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep; 
Iago. Lye And ſhe's obedient; as you fay, obedient : : 
Orb. With her? | Very obedient proceed you in your tears 07 
Tags, With her; on her—uhat you will—— Concerning this, Sir,---oh, well painted paſſion l- 1 
Orb. Lie with her! lye on her! lye with her! — I am commanded home get you away, | 
That's fulſome. I ſend for you anon.-- Sir, I obey the mandate, 4 
I wlll chop her into meſſes : cuckold me! | And will return to Veaice----Hence, avaunt * 
Iago. Oh, tis foul in her. | [Exit Deſcemons. f 
Orb. With mine officer Caſſio ſhall have my place. And, Sir, to-nigiit w 
, Iage. That's fouler. I do intreat that we may ſup together. 
Otb. Get me ſome poiſon, Iago, this night; I'll | You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus—— | 
not expoſtulate with her, leſt her body and her | Goats and monkies ; 4 
* beauty unprovide my mind again; this night, Iago. Maren: Lodovico and Iago. : I; 
Lago. Do it not with poiſon; ſtrangle her in her bed, Led. Is this the noble Moor, who our full ſenate * 
Even in the bed ſhe hath contaminated, Call all-in-all ſuficient ? this the nature, Lat 
Orb. Good, good: Which paſſion could not ſhake ? 15 


Iage. He is much chang'd. 
Led. What, ſtrike his wife! ( 
Iago. Faith, taat was not fo well; yet, would I 


The juſtice of it pleaſes; very goods 
Iago. And for Caſſio, let me be his undertaker : 
You ſha!l hear more by midnight. | A trumpet <vithin. 


Oth. Excellent good: hat trumpet is that ſame? That ſtroke would prove the worſt. {ae - 

x Ingo. Something from Venice, ſure. "Tis Lodovico. | Led. Is it his uſe ? : 85 
. Come from the duke: and, ſee, your wife is with him. | Or did the letters work upon his blood, In 
. Enter. Lodovico, Defdemona, and Attendants from | And new-create this fault? * 
ö | the Palace. ago. Alas, alas! wy 

Lod. Save you, wortiy General. It is not honeſty in me to ſpeal 7. 

Orb. With all my heart, Sir. What 1 have ſeen and knovn. Ye 

Led. The duke and ſenators of Venice greet you. Do but go after, Bu 

[ Gives lim a letter. And mark how ne continues. W. 


Orb, I kiſs the inftruments of their pleaſures- 


Lid. l'm forry that 1 was deceiv'd in him. 


| Deſ. And what's the news, good cou Lodovico? 


[Exeunts 


3? 


Go: 1 


ſenate 


[Exeurts 


ES, 


se EN E changes to an Apartment in the Palace. | The fountain from which my current runs, 


Fnter Othello and AÆAmilia. 
Orb. You have ſeen nothing, then! | 
Anil, Nor ever heard, nor ever did ſuſpect. 
(th, Yes, you have feen Caſſio and her together. 
Anil. But then I faw no harm; and then | heard 


It E q 1 WO 


Lach ſylladle that breath made up between them, | 
01h. What, did they never whiſper ? 
nil. Never, my lord. ' 
0:þ. Nor end you out o'th* way ? 
Anil. Never. nothing? 
Otb. Lo fetch her fan, her gloves, her maſk, not 
Anil. Never, my lord... | ' 
(tb. That's ſtrange! - | 
Amil. I durſt, my lord, to wager fhe is hone?, 

Lin donn my foul at flake : it vou think other, | 

Remove your thought, it doch avuſe your boſom. 

If any wretch hath put this in your head, | 

Let heav n requite it with the lerbent's curſe? 

For it the be not done , chatte, and true, 

There's no man happy; the purch of their wires 

þs foul as ander. 
0th, Big her come hither, go, f Fair Mmiliz. 

She ſays enough; v<t ihe's a limple bau o 

That cannet ſay av much. I. is is a ſubtle whore, 

A cloſet-lock and key of villainous ſectetz; 

And yet the"11 kneel and pray : I've icen her do't. 

Fater Deſdemona ard Emilia. 
D.. My lore, what 3s your will ? 
0. Pray you, chuck, come hither, 
De). What is your pleaſore ? 
O:v. Let me tce your eyes; look in my face. 


, 
1 


—— —— — 


Deſ. What horrible fancy's this? 


0th. Some of your function, miſtreſs, Von, miſtreſs, 
Leave procre ants alone, and ſhut the coor, f 


Cough, or cry hem, it any body come, 
Your myſtery, your myitery---nay, diſpatch. 


Exu Fmiiia.g 
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Or elle dries up; to be diſcarded thence 


Or keep it, a* a ciſtern for foul toads 
To knot and gender in: Turn thy complexion there, 
Patience, thou young and roſe-lip'd cherubim 
Ay, there, look grim as hell. 
Dey. 1 hope, my noble lord eſteems me haneſt ? 
Cb. Oh, ay, as ſummer fies are in the ſhambles, 
That auicxen even with blowing. O thou wees ! 
Vhio art fo lovely, fair, and ſmell'ſt ſo tweet 
Thar the ſenſe aches at thee 
Wouid thou had'ſt ne'er been born! 
„. Alas, what ignorant fin have I committed? 
Orth. Was this fair paper, this moſt goodiy book, 
Ma'c 19 write whore upon? What commirted ? 
Oh, thou public commoner! 
Heav'n ſtops the noſe at it, and the moon winks; 
be bawdy wind, that kiffes all it meets, 
I; huſh'd within the hollow mine of earth, 
And will not hear't. What committed !----1mpue 
dent Frumper ! 
De. By heas'n, you do me wrong. 
O. Are not you a ftrumpet ? - 
ID No, as lam a Chriſtian, 
If tw preſerve this veſſel for my lord 
From any other foul, unlawful touch, 
Be nut to be a ftrumpet, I am none. 
Oth. What, not a whore ! 
Def. No, as | thall be ſaved, 
C. I cry your mercy, then, 
{ took vou for that cunning whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. 


Ester Emilia. 


That have the office oppoſite to St. Peter, 


' Ana keep the care of hell ; vou] vou avs vou! 


. 


We have done our courſe, there's money for vour 
pains; 


D.. Upon my knee, what doth your ſpeech m- 1 pray you, turn the kev, and keep our counſel, 


lunderſtand a fury in your words, port 


Dat not your words, | 
0h, Why! what are thou? 
V:j. Your wife, my lord! your true and joval wife. 
Oi, Come, ſwear it; dama thyſelf; len, being 
like one 
Of heav'n, the deviis themſelves ſhould fear to 
ſeize thee. 
Therefore be doubly damn'd: ſwear thou art honeſt. 
De. Heav'n doth truly know it. 
0th. Heav'n truly knows, 
That thou art falſe as hell. 
D. To whom, my lord? 
With whom? how am I falſe ? 
Oth. Ah, Deſdemona! away, away, away—— 
5%. Alas, the heavy day! why do you weep ? 
Am | the motive of theſe tears, my lord! 
I, baply, you my father do ſuſpect 
In inſtrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your blame on me; if you have loft him, 
Why, I have loſt him too. 
0b, Had it pleas'd heaven 
To try me with affliction, had it rain'd 
All kind of ſores and ſhames on my bare head, 
deep d me in poverty to the very lips, 
Cin to captivity me and my hopes; 
I ſhould have found in ſome place of my foul 
A drop of patience, But, alas ! to make me 
A fix'd figure for the hand of ſcorn 
To point his flow and moving finger at 
Yet could I bear that too, well, very well, 
4 there, where I have garned up my heart, 
Wäste either 1 muſt live, ot bear no lite, 


Fu. 


ei, Alas, what does this gentieman conceie:? 
| How ao vou, adam how do 109, my good lau? 
God Madam, what's the matter with my lore ? 


D-. With whom, Emi? 
eu. Why, with my lord, Madam, 


De. Who's thy lord? 


* 
1 


AF mil. He that is vours, ſweet lady, 

Da. 1 have none; do not talk to me, Emilia. 

Pray, ta-night 

i Lav on mv bed my wedding ſheets, remember; 

! And call thy hud:nd hither. 

AE mii. Here's a change, indeed! [Fxit. 

Dai. Iis met J ſhauld be us'd fo, very meet. 
: Ene lago ard Emilia. : 

Togo. What is your pleaſure, Madam? how i>'t 

with you ? 

De. 1 cannot tell. Thoſe that do teach your babes, 
Do it with gentle means, and eaſy raſxs ; 

He might have chid me ſo; for, in good faith, 
I am a child to chiding. 

Jago. What's the matter, lady? 

Anil. Alas, Iago, my lord has ſo bewhor'd her, 
Thrown ſuch deſpight and heavy terms upon her, 
That true hearts cannot bear it. 

Deſ. Am I that name, lago? 

Togo. What name, fair lady ? 

Deſ. Such as ſhe ſaid my lord did fay Ie. 

Emil, He call'd her whore; a beggar in his drink 
Could not have laid ſuch terms upon his callat. 

Iuge. Why did he fo ? | 
| Def. I know not; I'm ſure, I am none ſuch, 

Jege. Do not weeps de not weep 3 alas the 481 
C # 


18 
ZE mil. Hath the forſock fo many noble matches, 

Her father, and her country, and her friends, 

To be call'd wore ? would it not make one weep ? 
Deſ. It is my wretched fortune. 
Tags. Zeſhrew him for't! how comes this trick 
Deſ. Nay, heav'n doth know. {upon him? 


— 


— 5 


| 


Some buſy and infinuating rogue, 
Some co;ging, cozening ſlave, to get ſome office, 
Has not deyis'd this flander ; I'll be hang'd ele. | 
Tape. Fie, there's no ſuch man; it is impeffible. | 
Def. It any ſuch there be, heav'n pardon him! | 
Emil. A halter pardun him, and hell gnaw his 
bones 
Why should he call her whore? who keeps her! 
company? 5 ö 
What place? what time? what form? What like- 
I:hood ? | 
The Moor's abus'd by ſome moſt villainous knave, 
Some-baſe notorious knave, ſome ſcurvy teliow, 
Oh heav'n! that ſuch companion thoud'ſt untuld, 
And put in every honeſt hand a whip, 
To lath the raſcal naked thro' the woild, 
E 'en from the caſt to the weſt ! 
Ig. Speak within door, ; [ was, | 
Emil. Oh, fie upon him! Some ſuch ſquire he 
That turn'd your wit the ſeamy fide without, 
And made you to ſuſpect me with the Moor. 
Inge. You are a fool; go to. 
Def. Alas, Iago, 
What ſhall I do to win my lord again? 
Good fiiekd, go to him; by this light of heav'n, 
J know not how I loſt him. Here I knee!; 
[ Kinceſ*ug. 
If e'er my will did treſpaſs *gainſt his love, 
Or in &1icou: ſe, or thought, or actual derd ; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, ar any ſenſe, 
Delighted them on any other form; | 
Or that I do not vet, and eve did, 
And ever will, thaugh he do ſhake me off 
To beggarly divorcement, love him dearly; 
Comfort forſwear me Unkindneſs may dv much; 
And his unkindneſs may defeat my lite, 
But never taint my love. 
Tags. Ipray you, be content; "tis but his humour; 
The buſineſs of the ſtate does him offence, 
And he does chide with you. 
Def. If *twere no other 
Tago. It is but fo, I warrant. Trumpets, 
Oo in, and weep not; all things ſhall be well. 
[unt Deſtemona and Emilia, 
Enter Redorizo to Iago. 
How now, Rodorigo ? 
Rad. I do not find that thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 
Inge. What in the contrary ? 
Rad. Every Coy theu doſt'ſt me with ſome device, 
Igo; and rather, as it ſeems to me now, keey'fl 
from me all conveniency, than ſupylick me with the 
leaft advantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer 
endure it, Nor am I yet perſuaded to put up in 
peace what already I have fooliſhly ſuffer'd. 
Tago. Will you hear me, Rodurigo ? 
' Red. Faith I have heard too much; and your words 
and performances are no kin together. 
Iage. You charge me moſt unjuſtly. 
R:4, With nought but truth: 1 have waſted mv- 
ſelf out of my means, The jewels you have had 
from me, to deliver to Deſdemona, would have half 
corrupted a votariſt. You Have told me, fhe hath 
received them, and return'd me expectations and 
comforts of ſudden re pect and acquittance ; but,! 
find none. Sd 
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dago, Well, go to: very wel, 


SET Fo 


Rod. Very well; go to; I cannot go to, may, 
nor tis not very well; nay, I think it is ſcuryy, 
and begin to find myſelf tobb'd in it. 

Jags. Very well. | 

Rod. I tell you, it is not very well, I will make 
myſe if known to Deſdemona : If the will return me 


Emil. Iwill be hang's, if ſome eternal villain, my jewels, I will give over my ſuit, and r:pent my 
| unlawtul folicitation z if not, atlure yourſelf, I will 
(ce ſatisfaction of vau. 


— 


Jago. You have laid now 

Rsd. Ay, and faid nothing but what I proteſt in. 
tendment of doing. 

Iago. Why now, I ſee there's mettle in th-e; 
and even from this inftant do I build on thee à bet. 
ter opinion than ever before. Give me thy hang, 
Rodorigo, thou haſt taken againſt me a moſt juſt 
exception; bur, I proteft, I have dealt moit direct. 
ly in thy affair. 

Rad. It hath not appear'd. 

Jago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appear'd; and 
your ſuſpicion is not without wit and judgment, 
But, Rodorigo, it thou halt that in thee, indecd, 
which J have greater reaſon to believe now than 
ever, (I mean, purpoſe, courage, and valour) this 
night ſhe it. If thou the next night following en- 
joy not Deſdemona, take me from this world with 
treachery, and deviie engines for my lite, 

Red. Well; what is it? is it within zeaton and 
compaſs ? 

Jags. Sir, there is eſpecial commiſſion come from 
Venice to depute Caflio in Othello's place. 

Rad. I« that true? why, then Othello and Deſ- 
demona return again to Venice, | 

Igo. Oh, no; he goes into Mauritania, and tak- 
eth awey with him the fair Deſde mona, unleſs his 
abode be !ingered here by ſome accident; wherein 
none can be ſo determinate, as the removing of 


Caſſio. 


Red. How do vou mean removing him ! 

Igo Why, by making him uncapable of Othelle's 
Jace ; knvcking out his brains. 

Red. Ani that eu would have me to do? 

Iago. Av, if you dare do yourſelf a profit and 3 
right, He ſups to-night with a barlot; if you 
will watch his going thence, you may take him at 
your pleaſure; I will be near, to ſecond your As 
tempt, Come, fand not amaz'd at it, but go along 
with me! I will ſhew you ſuch a neceffity in his 
death, that you ſhall think youri-lr bennd to put it 
on him. It is now high ſupper-time ; and the n:gat 
grows to waſte. About it, 

Red. Iwill hear further reaſen for this. 

Tago. And you ſhall be ſatisfied, : [ Exeunt, 
Enter Othells, Lodovico, Deſdemona, Emilia, ard 

Attendants, | 

Lad. I do beſeech you, Sir. trouble yourle'f no 

further. 

Orb. Oh, pardon me; *twill do me good to walk, 

Led. Madam, good night! 1 humbly thank cut 

lady ſhip, 

Def. Your honour is moſt welcome, 

Oth. Deſdemona! 

Def. My lord. : 

Oh. Get you to bed on th' inftant, I will be re- 
turn'd forthwith; diſmiſs your a:tepdaut there 3 
look it be gone, 

Def. Iwill, my lord. ; 

Orb. Will you walk, Sir? Exit. 

Emil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than 

„ 

Def. He fays he will return immediately; 

And hati commanded me to go te bed, 
And bid nic to dilmils jou. 
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1 Diſmiſs me! Lad. He, Sir. laing. 
ary 450 his bidding; therefore, good /Emilia, Tags. I cry you mercy ! here's Caſſio hurt by vi 


Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu. Gra. Catſio | 
We muſt not now ditplea:e him. | Togo. II „ist, brother ? 
Amil. 1 would you had never ſeen him! Ca. My leg is cut in two. 


Tago. Marry, heav'n forbid ! 
4 5 Y EY — Le | Knuw we this face, 

g Alas, my friend, and my dear countryman, 

A C T V. | Redorizo! no: Yes, iue : yea, s Rodorigo. 
, Enter Emilia. 

SCENE, a Street befere the Palace. | Amil. Alas, what is the matter? 
WI it is the matrer, huſhand ? 
Ingo. Caſſio hath here been ſet on in the darle 
Les. [4 E RE, ſtand behind this buik, Straight EY Kodor:go, and fellows that ate ſcap'd: 

will he come: He's aimoſt Nlain, and Rodorigo dead. 

Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home; Ami. Alas, good getleman! alas, goog Caſio! 
Quick, quick, fear nothing: I'll be at thy elbow. ' Jegs. Emilia, run you to the citadel, 


Enter Iago. ard Rodorigo. 


It makes us, or it mars us; think on that, And tell my lord and lady what hath hap'd : 

And fix muit firm thy reto:ution. ill you go on afore ? This is the night, 
Rd. Be near at hand, I may miſcarry in't. That either makes me, or fordves me quite. 
Jzgo. Here, at thy hand; be bold, and take thy [ Exeurr, Iago falicaving. 

ſword. SCENE, ea Ped-chomber : Deſdemona 73 di- 

Ned. I have no great devotion to the deed, . covered eficep in ker Bcd, 

Ye: he hath given me latisfying reaſons : | Erter Othello, 2vich a Light and a Sword. 

Tis but a man gone. Fortu my iwerd'; he cies. Ott. It is the cauſe, it is the cauſe, my ſout ; 


[ Stands apart. Let me not name it to you, you chaſte ſtars ! 


Iago. Now whether he kill Caſſio, It is the cauſe, —Yet I'!} not fied ker blood, 


Or Caſſio him, or each do kill the other, | Nor ſcar that whiter ſcix of her's than ſnow, 
| Every way makes my gain. Live Rodorigo, And ſmooth as monumental ajavaſter : 
He calls me to a reſtitution large [ Lays down the ferord, 
Of gold and jewe's, that I bobb'd from him, | Yet ſhe muſt die; elſe ſhe'll betray more men. 
As gifts to Deſdemona. | Put out the light, and then---put out thy light: 
It muſt not be. It Caſſie do remain, If 1 quench thee, thou flaming miniſter, 
He hath a daily beauty in his life, | {I can again thy former light reſtore, 
That makes me ugly: and, beſides, the Moor Should Jrepent; but once put out thy light, 
May unfold me to him! there ſtand | in peril; {Thou cunning'ft pattern of excelling nature, 
No, he mutt die. Be it ſo; 1 hear him coming. I know not where is that Prometheas heat 
Enter Caſſio. \ "har can thy light relumine. 
Rad. I know his gait; tis he: villain, thou dieſt. | [Sets detun the tapers 
He rurs at Caſſio, and wweinds bim. When I have pluck's thy roſe, | 
Caf. That thruſt had been my enemy indeed, '] cannot give it vital growth agein; 
But that my coat is better than thou Knit: It necds muſt wither,---1'!! ſmell thee on the tree 3 


] will make proof of thine. 4 N (eng Le. 
Fizbi. lago cuts Caſſio bel ind in the e, and exit. Oh balmy breath, that doſt almoſt perſuade 
Ss > — 7 , P 


Then Rodotigo and Caſſio fail. Juſt ce to break her ſword !---Qne more; one mote 
Red. Oh, I am flain, (murder! Be thus when thou art dead, and 1} will kill thee, 
Caſ. I'm maim's for ever; help, ha; murder, | An love thee after.----One more, that's the laſt ; 
Enter Lodovico ard Gratiano, at @ di, ance. So 1acet, was 12'er fo fatal! JI muit weep, 
Caf. What, hoa! no waich? ao pailage ? mur- But they are cruel tears; this forrow's heav*uly . 
der, murder Tul. It rie, where it doth love,---She Wakes 
Gra. Tis ſome miſchance; the voice is very dire- | Peſ. Who's there ! Othello? 
Red. Nobody come! Then ſhall 1 bleed to de-tn, | Cre. Ay, Deſd-mona. 


Emer lago, in Lis ſcirt, with @ light and ſword. | DJ. Will you come to- bed, my lord? 
Cra. Here's one cores, with light and weapons. C. Have you pray'd to-night, Deſdemena? 
Lge. Who's there? Whole nouile_is this, that; Def. Ay, my lord. 


cries out murder? C. It you bethinle yourſelf of any crime 

Caf. Iago, oh, I am ſpoll'd, undone by villains! | Unrecenci! d as yet to heav'h and grace; 
Give me ſome help, « [Core this? , Sviicit for it ſtraight, 

Izzo. Oh me, lieutenant ! what villains have Def. Alt-ck, my lord, 

Ca/. 1 think, that one of them is hereabout ! | What my vou mean by that? 
And cannot make away. | Orb. Well, doit, and be brief,; ! will wall bye 

Red. Oh, help me there 1 would not Kili thy unprepared ſpitit; 

Caſ. That's one ot them. No, (heavens forefend |) I would not Kill thy foul 

Iage. Oh murd'rous ſlave! oh villain ! { Def. Talk you of killing ! 


[ iago fabr fin. Orb. Ay, 1 do. 8 
Red. Oh, damn'd Iago! oh, inhuman dog ! [ Del. Then heax'n have mercy on me | 
lags. Kill men 1'th' dark! where be theſe bloody; Org. mea, with ail my heart. 


thieves * — Dej. i : ou fay fo, I hope you will not Kill me. 
How ſtlent is this town ! ho, murder! murder! Of. Hum. 
What may you be ? are you of good or en? Def. And yet! fear yon: for you're fatal then. 
Led. As you ſhall prove ns, praiſe us. When your evcs roll ſo. Why ſhonld fear 1 know 
lags, Signior Logovico ? Since guilt I know av; vet 1 feel I fear. Cnet, 
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Orb. Think on thy fins. 

Deſ. They're loves I bear to vou. 
Orb. Ay, and for that thou dyeſt. 
Def. 'That death's unnatural, that kills for loving. | 
las | why gnaw you ſo your nether lip? 
Some bloody paſſion ſhakes your very frame; 
Thete are portents: but yet, 1 hope, 1 hope, 
They do not point on me. 

Orb. Peace, and be ſtill. 

Def. I will ſo: What's the matter? 

Orb. That handkerchief | 
Wich 1 / lov'd, and gave thee, thou gait Coho, | 

, No, by my life and ſoul; fend for the man, 
And ak him. : 
Orb. Sweet ſoul, take heed, take heed of perjury : | 
Thou art on thy de ath-bed, 

Def. Ay, but not vet 0 die. 

O-. Preiently : 

Thctetare confeſs thee freely of thy fin; 

Fur to deny each article, with oath, 

Cannot remove, nor choak, the ſtrong conception 
That 1 do groan withal!, Thou ort to dic, 

Def. Oh, kexyen have mercy on me! 

O:5. I iv, amen. | 

D- And have you mercy too !---I never did 
O©82:4 you in my life; never lov'd Caſmo, 

But with ſeach general warranty of heav'n, 
At I might love. I never ga>e him token. 

O25, By heav'n, I ſaw my handkerchief in's hand. 
On perjur'd woman, thou doſt ſtone. my heart; 
And mak'ſt me cali what I intead to do 
A murder, which 1 thought a ſacrifice, 

3 {aw the handkerchief, 

Def. He f:und it, then; 
never gave it him: ſend tor him hither, 
Let him confers a truth, 

Orb. He hath confeſt. 

Def. What, my lor? 

Orb. That he hath---u-'d thee - 

Deſ. How! ualawiully ? 


j 
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Oh, Ay, 

LDeſ. He will not fav fo. 

Orb. No; his mouth is R-pp'd ; 
Honeſt Iago hath ta en order tert. 

Def. My fear interprets, then--- What, is he dead? 


| 
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Had ſtomach for them al. 
Deſ. Alas, he is betray 4, and I undone ! 
Qt. Out, frumpet ! wreep'it thou for him to my | 
Deſ. O baniſh me, my lord, but Kii: me not. face 
Orb, Down ſtrumpet. 
D-ſ. Kill me to-morrow, but let me live to-night, 
Orth. Nay, it you firive—— 
D-[. But half an hour. 
Orb. Being done, there ts no pauſe, 
Def. But while I ſay one prayer. 
Orb. It is too late. He ſmet her: her. 
Emilia at the dior. 
wil. My lord, my lord! What hoa! my lord, 
my lord ! | 
Orb. What noiſe is this! Not dead! not yet quite 
T, that am cruel, am yet merciful ; { dead ! 
1 would not have thee linger in thy pain. 
So, fo. , 1 
mil. zvitbin.] What hoa, my lord ! my lord! 
Oth. Who's there ? [ you. 
mil. Oh, my good lord, I would ſpeak a word with 
Ob. Ves, tis Amiiia---by and by---ſhe's dead. 
Tis like, ſhe came: to ſpeak of Caſſio's death ; 
The noiſe was high Ha, no more moving! 
Still as the grave. Shall the come in? were't good? 
think ſhe ſtirs ag in No what's the beſt? 
If the come in, ſhe'il ſutely w peak to wy ate; 
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Orb. Had all his hairs been ies, my great revenge | ! 


L 


O. 


My wife! my wife! what wife? I have ns wife, 
Oh inſupportible ! oh heavy hour! 


Methinks, it ſhuuld be now a huge eclipſe 

Of tun and moon, and that th' aftrighted globe 

Should yawn at alteration 
Anil. I beieech von, 

That 1 may ſpeak with you. O good my lord! 
Orb. I had forgot thee; come in, Emilia. 


What's the matter with thee now? { Unizcls the dur. 


Hui. Oh, my good luid, yonder's foul murder 
Oe. What® now! { done, 
En, Burrnow, my lord. 

Orv, It is the very error of the moon; 


| She comes more near the earch than ſhe was wont, 


And makes men mad. 

Emil. Caſſio, my lord, hath kill'd 
A young Venctian, called Rodorigo, 

Orb. Rodorigo kill'd! and Cafſiv kill's ! 

mil. No, Callio is not kill'd. 

O:+. Not Cailio Kill'd ! then murder's out of tune, 
And ſweet revenge grows harſh, 

De,. Oh fallely, falſely murder'd. 

Emil. Alas! what cry is that? 

Orb. That! What? | 

Emil. Out, and alas! that was my lady's voice, 
Help! help, hoa! help! oh, lady, ſpeak again; 
Sweet Deſdemona ! oh ſweet miſtreſs, ſpeak, 

De,. A guiltleſs death I die. 

Emil, Oh, who hath done this deed ? 

Deſ. Nobody, I myfelf, farewel. 


Commend me to my lord! oh fare wel. Dias. 
Ot. Why, how thould the be murder'd? | 
Emil. Alas! who knows? ( 


Ob. You hear her ſay herfelf, it was not !. 
ZEmil, She ſaid ſo, I muſt needs report the truth, 
O-. She's like a liar gone to burning hell; 
"I was 1 that kill'd her, 
ZE n:i/, Oh, the more angel the, and you the blacker 
devil, 
Orb. Se turn'd to folly, and the was a whore, 
Emil. Thou doſt bely her, and thou art a cevil. 
O:. She was falte as water. 
i. Thou art raſh as fire, to ſav 
hat the was falſe. Oh, ſhe wws heay'nlvy true, 
Orb. Cotho did tup her; afk thy nutband elſe, 
h, I wers damn'd bencath all depth in hell, 
But thai I did proceed upon juſt grounds 
To this extremity. Thy huſband knew it all, 
AEmii. My huſband |! 
Q:b. Thy huſband. 
Imi. That the was falſe to wediock ! 
OC. Av, with Caſſio: bad ſhe been true, 
deavn would mathe me ſuch another world, 


T 


Amil. My huſband! 
Ort. What needs this iteration, woman? 
I ſay, thy huſband; 
Do'ſt underſtand the word? 
My friend, thy huſband, honeſt, honeſt Lago. 
ZEmil, If he ſays ſo, may his pernicious ſoul 
Rot half a grain a day! he lyes to th' heart. 
She was too fond of her moſt filthy bargain. 
Orb. Hah! 
Emil. Do thy worſt: 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heav'n; 
Than thou waſt worthy her. 
O.. Peace, you were beſt. IE 
Emil. Thou haſt not half that power to do me 
As I have to be hurt: oh gull! oh dolt! {harm 
As ignorant as dirt! thou'ſt done a deed--- 
I care not for thy ſword, I'll make thee known» | 
Tho' 1 lok wenty lives----Help ! help ! boat 2512: 
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The Moor hath kill d my miſtreſs. Murder, murder! {So ſpeaking as I think, I die, Ldie. [mit dies. 


Enter Montano, Gratiano, lago, and «bers, | Orb. I have another weapon in tts chamber, 


Mont. How now, General? | 


It was a ſword of Spain, the Ebro's temper ; 


Amil. Oh, are you come, lago? you have done well, Oh, here it is: uncle, 1 muſt come forth. 


That men mult lay their murders on your neck. 
Gra. What is the matter? 
Emil Diſprove this, villain, if thou be'ſt a man; 
He ſays, thou tolu'ſt him that his wife was falſe; 
| know thou didit not: thou'rt not ſuch a villain. 
Speak, for my heart is full, 
lage. I told him what I thought; and told no more 
Than what he found himfelf was apt and true. 
Emil. Bat did you ever tell him ſhe was falſe? 
lags. I did. 
Emil. You told a lye; an odious, damned lye : 
Upon my ſoul, a e, a wicked lye. 
She falſe with Catho! did you ſay with Caſſio? 
Inge. With Catiio, miſtreſs. 
What, are you mad? I charge you, get you home. 
Ami, Good gentlemen, let me have leave to ſpeak; 
Tis proper I obey him, but not now: 


Perchance, Iago, I will ne'er go home, 


Otb. On! oh! oh! [Othello fulls en the bed. 

Emil. Nay, lay thee down and roar ; 

For thou haſt kill'd the ſweeteſt innocent 

That e'er did liſt up eye. 

Orb, Oh, the was foul ! | [Ring. 
I ſcarce did know you, uncle; there lies your niece, 
Whoſe breath, indeed, theſe hands have newly 

ſtopp'd ; 

I know this act ſhews horrible and grim. 

Gra. Poor Deſdemona! I'm glad thy father's dead: 
Thy match was mortal to him; and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain. Did he live now, 
This fight would make him do a deſp rate turn; 
Yea, curſe his better angel from his fide, 

And fall d reprobations 
Orb, Tis pitiful ; but yet lago knows, 

That ſhe with Caflio had the act of ſhame 

A theutand times committed. Caſſio conſeſt it; 

And ſhe did gratify his amorous works 

With that recognizance and pledge of love 

Which 1 tirft pave her; 1 ſaw it in his hand; 

Jt was an handkerchiet, an antique token 

My father gave my mocher. 

Armil. Oh heaven! oh heavenly pow'rs ! 

That handkerchief thou ſpeak'it of, 

T found by furtune, and did give my huſband; 

For often, with a folemn earneſtneſe, 

(More than, indeed, belong's to ſuch a trifle) 

He begg'd of me to ſteal it. 

Jags. Filth, thou lyeſt. 

Eil. By heav'n, I do not; I do not, gentlemen : 
Oh, murd'rous coxcomb ! what thould ſuch a fool 
Do with ſo good a wiſe ? 

lago V through, ard winds bis wife, ther: 
runs out. 

Orb. Are there no ſtones in heaven, 

But whac ſerve for the thunder ? precious villain ! 
Gra. The woman falls; ſure, he has kili'd his wife. 
Mont. Take this weapon, 

Mhich I have here recover'd from the Moor 

Come, guard the door without, let him not paſs, 

Bat kill him rather; I'll after that ſame villain, 

[ Exeunt Mont, and Gra. 

Orb. I am not valiant neither 
Put every puny whifler gets my ſword, 

But why ſhould honour out-live honeſty ? 


Let it go all. 
Emil, Moor, ſhe was chaſte: ſhe lov'd thee, 
cruel Moor; 
do come my ſoul to bliſs, as I ſpeak true; 


| Cra. wwithin.} If ou attempt it, it will cat 
thee dear; 
Thou haſt no weapon, and perforce muſt ſuffer. 

Orb, Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me, 
Or, naked as 1 am, I will afſault thee, 

Re-enter Gratiano, 
Gra. What is the matter? 
Orb. Lo! I have a weapon; 
& better never did itſelf ſuſtain 
Upon a ſoldier's thigh. I've ſeen the days 
That with this ſingle arm, and this good ſword, 
I've made my way through more impediments, 
Than twenty times your ſtop. But, oh vain boat? 
Who can controul his fate? 'tis not ſo now. 
Man but a ruih againſt Othello's breaſt, 
And he retires, Where ſhould Othello go? 
Now how doſt thou look now? ob ili-ftarr'd 
wench ! 
Pale as thy ſmock] When we ſhall meet at compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my ſoul from heaven, 
And fends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl? 
Ev'n like thy chaſtity. 
Whip me, ye devils, 
From the poſſeſſion of that heav'nly fight ; 
Blow me about in winds, roaſt me in ſulphur, 
Wach me in fteep down gulfs of liquid fie 
Oh Deſdemona | Neſdemona ! dead | dead! oh, oh? 
Futer Lodovico, Cafiio led in wounded, Montano, 
ard lago Prifcrer, «vith Officers. 

Lad. Where is this raſh and unfortunate man? 

Och. That's he that was Othello: 

Lad. Where is that viper? bring the villain forth. 

Oh. I look down towards his ieet 5 but that's a 

fable. 
If that thou beef} a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

| [Othello evcund: lages 

Led. Wrench his ſword from him. 

Lage. | bleed, Sir, but am not kili'd- 

Orb. Fam not forry, neither; I'd have thee live; 
For, in my ſenſe, tis happineſe to die. 

Led. Oh thou, Othello, that waſt once fo g 
Fall'n in the pr-Ctice of a curied flave, 
What ſhall be ſaid to thee ? 

Orb. Why, any thing: 

An honourable murd' ren, if you will; 
For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. 

Led. This wretch hath part conſeſt his villainy z 
Did you and he conſent in Cafho's death ? 

O:h, Ay. | 

Caſ. Dear Genera), I never gave you cavſe. 

Orth. I do believe it, and aſk your pardon 2 
Will you, I pray, demand that Cemi-devil, 

Why he hath thus enſnar'd my ſoul and body ? 

TR en: me nothing; what you know, Yeu 

now 3 
From this time forth I ne' er will fpeak a word. 

Otb. Well, thou doſt beſt. 

Led. Sic, you ſhall underſtand what hath befailng 
Which, as I think, you know not; here's a letter, 
Found in the pocket oi the flain Rodorigo 
And, here, another; one of them imports 
Prep death of Caſſio to be undertook 
By Rodorigo. 

Orb. Oh villain! 

Led. Now here's another diſcontented paper, 
Found in his pucket too; and this, it ſeems, 

Rodorigo meant t have fent this damned viliaia 5 
| But that, be like, Iago ia the intrim 
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Came in and ſatisfied him. 

Orb. Oh thou pernicious caitiff! 
How came you, Caſſio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wite's ? 

Caſ. I found it in my chamber: 
And he himſelf confeſt it but even now, 
That there he er: pt it for a ſpecial purpoſe, 
Which wrought to his deſire. 

Orb. Oh foul, fool, fool! 

Caf. There 1s beſides, in Rodorigo's letter, 
How he upbraids lago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch; whereon it came 
That I was caſt: and even now he ſpake, 
After long ſceming dead, Iago hurt him, 
Jago ſet him on. 

Led. Y ou mutt forfake this room, and go with us; 
Your pow'r and your command is taken off, 
And Caſſio rules in Cyprus. For this ſlave, 
If there be any cunning cruelty, 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, 
It ſhall be his. You ſhall cloſe priſoner reſt, 
Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian ſtate. Come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you; a word or two before you go. 
I've done the ſtate ſome ſervice, and they know't 
No more of that. I pray you, in your letters, 
When you ſhall theſe unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me as lam: nothing extenuates 


— 


| I kis heavy act, with heavy heart relate, 
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Nor ſet down aught in malice, Then muſt you ſpeak 

Of one that lov'd not wiſely, but too well; 

Of one not eaſily jealous, but being wrought, 

Perplex'd in the extreme; of one, whoſe hand, 

Like the baſe Judean, threw a pearl away 

Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whole eyes, 

Albeit unuſed to the melting mood, 

Drop tears as faſt as the Arabian trees, 

Their medicinal gum, Set you down this: 

And ſay beſides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 

Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the fate, 

I took by the throat the cucumciied dog, 

And fmote him thus. { Stab; hir f. 

I kift thee, ere 1 kill'd thee.---No way but this, 

To Deldemona, 

Killing myſelf, to die upon a kiſs. [ Dies, 
Lod. Oh Spartan dog ! To lago. 

More fell than anguiſh, hunger, or the ſea ! 

Look on the tragick loading of this bed ; 

This is thy work : the object poiſons fight ; 

Let it be hid, Gratiano, keep the houſe, 

And ſeize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 

For they ſucceed to you. 'To you, lord governor, 


Remains the cenſure of this helliſh villzin : 
The time, the place, the torture, oh! inforce it. 
Myſelf will ſtrait abroad; and, to the ſtate, 


[ Excunt, 
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Dies, 
lags, 


